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Mingle, mingle, mingle, 
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V. 



TAM O'SHANTER. 



HOBERT BURNS. 



Yr HEN chapman billies * leave the ftreet, 
And drouthy * neebors, 3 neebors meet, 
As market-days are wearing late, 
An* 4 folk begin to tak the gate ; 5 
While we fit boufing 6 at the nappy, 
An* getting fou 7 and unco 8 happy, 
We think na 9 on the lang I0 Scots miles, 
The mofles, waters, flaps, 11 and ftyles, 
That lie between us and our hame, 1 * 
Whare ,3 fits our fulky fullen dame, 



1 Billies, brothers. 

3 Neebors, neighbours. 

S Tak the gate, return home* 

7 Fou, drunk. 

9 Na, not. 

" Slaps, gates, or breaches in fences. 

13 Wbate, where. 
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* Drouthy, thirfty. 

* An", and . , 

c Boufing, drinking. 

* Unco, very. 

10 Lang, long. 

11 Home, home. 



Gathering 



Gathering her brows like gathering ftorm, 
Nurfing her wrath to keep it warm. 

This truth fand l honeft Tarn O'Shanter, 
As he frae * Ayr ae 3 night did canter, 
(Auld 4 Ayr wham 5 ne'er a town furpafles, 
For honeft men and bonny 6 lafles.) 

O Tarn ! had'ft thou but been fae 7 wife, 
As ta'en thy ain 8 wife Kate's advice ! 
She tauld 9 thee weel IO thou was a fkcllum, 11 
A blethering, 1 z bluftering, drunken blellum ; 
That frae November till O&ober, 
Ae market-day thou was nae ! 3 fober ; 
That ilka ■« mcldcr, wi' ,5 the miller, 
Thou fat as lang as thou had filler ; l5 
That every naig ,? was ca'd ,8 a flioe on, 
The fmith and thee gat roaring fou on ; 

That at the L d's houfe, even on Sunday, 

Thou drank wi* Kirkton Jean till Monday. 



* Fond, found. 
3 Ae, one. 

5 Wham, whom. 
' Sae, <o. 
» lauld, told. 
11 Skellum, a rogue. 
19 Nae, never. 

* Wi, with. 

*? Naig, a horfe. 



* Frae, from. 

4 Auld, old. 

6 Bonny, or bennw, handfome. 

8 Am, own. 

10 lVeel, well. 

12 B let hiring, talking idly. 
** llka+ each. 
16 Siller, money. 

11 Cad, nailed. 

She 



She propnefyM that, late or foori, ,4 
Thou would be found deep drown'd in Doon S 
Or catch'd wi' warlocks * in the mirk/ 
By Alloway's auld haunted kirk. 1 

Ah, gentle dames ! it gars me greet, 4 
To think how mony 5 counfels fweet, 
How mony lengthen'd fage advices, 
The hufband frae the wife defpifes ! 

But to our tale : Ae market night, 
Tarn had got planted unco right ; 
Faft by an ingle, 5 bleezing 7 finely, 
W? reaming fwats, 8 that drank divinely | 
And at his elbow, Souter * Johnny, 
His ancient, tfufty, dtouthy crony -, 10 
Tarn lb'ed him like a vera brither ; *• 
They had been fou for weeks thegither. 1 * 
The night drave l3 on wi* sangs and clatter 5 * 4 
And ay the ale was growing better : 



* Warkcky a wisard. * Mirk, dark. 

* Kirk, church. * Cars me greet, makes me weep* 
s Mony, many* 6 fagte, &*«• 

? Bleezing, burning* 8 Reaming fwats, a fort of liquor. 

* Souter, afhoemaker* 10 Crony, or cronie, an old acquaintance* 
** Vera brither, very brother. " TAegitber, together. 

13 Drove, paffed. u Sangs and clatter, fongs and difcoucfe, 

B 2 Th* 



The landlady and Tarn grew gracious, 
Wi' favours, fecret, fweet, and precious : 
The fouter tauld his queered ftories ; 
The landlord's laugh was ready chorus 2 
The ftorm without might rair ' and ruftle, 
Tarn did na mind the ftorm a whittle. 

Care, mad to fee a man fae happy, 
E'en drown'd himfelf amang * the nappy, 
As bees flee hame wi' lades 3 o' 4 treafure, 
The minutes wing r d their way wi* pleafure : 
Kings may be blefs'd, but Tarn was glorious, 
O'er a* 5 die hills o' life vi&orioua ! 



But pleafures ate like poppies fpread, 
You feize the flower, its bloom is fhed j 
Or like the fnow falls in the river, 
A moment white — then melts for ever j 
Or like the borealis race, 
That flit ere you can point their place ; 
Or like the rainbow's lovely form, 
Evaniihing amid the ftorm. — 
Nae man can tether 6 time or tide ; 
The hour approaches Tarn maun 7 ride ; 
That hour, o' night's black arch the key-ftane, 
That dreary hour he mounts his bead in ; 



1 Rair, roar. ** * Among* among. 3 Lades* loads. 

* 0\ ©f. * A* t all. • Tetbtr, tic. » Maun, mufh 

And 



And fie * a night he tacks * the road in, 
As ne'er poor (inner was abroad in. 

The wind blew as *twad blawn 3 its4aft ; 
The rattling fliowers rofe on the blaft ; 
The fpeedy gleams the darknefs fwallow'd ; 
Loud, deep, and lang, the thunder beliowM : 
That night, a child might underftand, 
The deil 4 had bufinefs on hi* hand, 

Weel 5 mounted on his grey m^re, Meg, 
A better never lifted leg, 
Tarn fkelpit 6 on through dub and mire, 7 
Pefpifing wind, and rain, and fire ; 
Whiles 8 holding faft his gude 9 blue bonnet * 
Whiles crooning s ° o'er fome auld Scots fonnet ; 
Whiles glow'ring ,x rpund wi* prudent cares, 
Left bogles ,a catch him unawares : 
Kirk-Alloway was drawing nigh, 
Whare rfiaifts ' 3 and houlets ' 4 nightly crjr.-* 

By this time he was crofs the ford, 
Whare in the fnaw ** the chapman fmoor'd \ ■* 

* * * * • 

« Sit, fuch. * ***/, takes. 

3 As *tovad blown, ** )f it would h**e blown. « Deil, the devil, 

t Wetl, well . * Skelpit, galloped. 

7 Dub, a pool. s WMUm, ibmetimes. 

o Gude, good . ,0 Cro$mng, humming. 

« GlovSring, flaring, ' ia BagUi, *» d f P irltu 

** Ghmfis, ghofts. u Hwltts, owls. 

i* Snaw, fnow. * SmoorV, fraothcr'd. 

And 



And pall the birks x and meikle ftane,* 
Whare drunken Charlie brak's 3 neck-bane ; * 
And thro' the whins, and by the cairn, 5 
Whare hunters fand * the murder'd bairn 5 ? 
And near the thorn, aboon * the well, 
Whare Mungo'* mither 9 hang'd herfel.— * 
Before him Dooit pours all his floods ; 
The doubling dorm roars thro' the woods 5 
The lightnings flafh from pole to pole ; 
Near and more near the thunders roll : 
When, glimmering thro* the groaning trees* 
Kirk- Alio way feem'd in a bleeze ; lo 
Thro' ilka bore * " the beams were glancing ; 
And loi*4 *cfo\mded mirth and dancing.— 

Infeiring hqld John Barleycorn ! % * 
What dangers thou canft make us fcorn ! 
Wi' tippeny,^ 3 we fear nae evil ; 
Wi' ufquabae we'll face the dcril !— - 
The fwats ,4 fae ream'd in Tammie's noddle, 1 * 
Fair play, he qar'd na t6 deils a boddle I? 



I Birks, birch trees.. 
3 Brak's, broke his. 

5 Cairn j a heap of ftones. 
* Bairn, a child. 
9 Mither, mpther. 

II Bore, crevice. 
*4 Swats, fumes. 
»* Noddle, head. 

V BoddU, a farthing. . 



* Meikle ftane, a large ftonc. 

* Neck-bane, neck bone* 
6 Fand, found. 

* Aboon, above. 
*° Bleeze, blaze. 

12 and * 3 John Barleycorn, and 
lippeny, terms for malt liquor. 
'* Car s d na, minded not. 



But 



J 



But Maggie flood right fair * aftonifh'd, 

Till, by the heel and hand admoniuYd, 

She ventured forward on the light ; 

And, vow ! Tarn faw an unco * fight ! 

Warlocks and witches in a dance ; 

Nae cotillion brent * new frae France, 

But hornpipes, jigs, ftrathfpeys, and reels. 

Put life and meettle in their heels, 

A winnock-bunker 4 in the eaft, 

There fat auld Nick, in ihape o' beaft ; 

A towzie-tyke, 5 black, grim, and large, 

To gie 6 them mufic was his charge : 

He fcrew'd the pipes and gart 7 them flrirl,* 

Till roof and rafters a* did dirl. 9 

Coffins flood round, like open prefixes,* 

That (haw'd " the dead in their laft dreffes j 

And by fome devilifh cantrip s * flight, 

Each in itscauld * 3 hand held a light.-— 

By which heroic Tarn was able 

To note upon the haly ,4 table, 

A murderer's banes l5 in gibbet'airns ; ,tf 

Twa fpan-lang, 1 ? wee,* 8 unchriften'd bairns ; 

1 Sair, fore, a Unco, ftrangc. 

*£rent, brought, 4 Winnock-bunktr, a window. 

s Towzie-tyke, a (baggy dog. ° To gie, giyc. 7 Gart, made. 

» Skirl, to cry out. 9 Dirl, rattle, ihake. 

10 Prejes, clofets fqr linen, a fort of cupboards. " Sbantfd, (hewed. 

* a Cantrip, a charm or fpell, l3 Could, cold. 

«* Haly table, holy table. ** Banes, bones, «• Aims, irons. 

*r Tiua fran-lang, two fpans in length. ** &**> little, 

A thief, 






8 



A thief, new-cutted frae a rape/ 
Wi* his laft gafp his gab * did gape \ 
Five tomahawks, wi blude 3 red-rufted, 
Five fcymitars, wi' murder crufted ; 
A garter, which a babe had ftrangled, 
A knife, a father's throat had mangled, 
Whom his ain 4 fon o* life bereft, 
The grey hairs yet ftack 5 to the heft ; 6 
Wi' mair 7 o' horrible and awefu*, 
Which ev'n to name wad be unlawfu*. 

tL 

As Tammie glowrM, amaz'd, and curious, 
The mirth and fun grew faft and furious : 
The piper loud and louder blew j 
The dancers quick and quicker flew ; 
They reePd, they fet, they crofs'd, they cleekit, 
Till ilka carlin 8 fwat 9 and rcekit/ 
And cooft her duddies x * to the wark, 1 * 
And linket ,3 at it in her fark ! * 4 

NowTam,0 Tarn ! had thae ,s been queans^* 6 
A' plump and (trapping in their teens, 



* Ke*w cuttedjraearape 9 new cut from a rope. * Gab, mouth. 
3 Elude, blood. + Am, own. * Stack, (luck. 

6 Heft, haft. ■* Mair, more. 

8 Cat tin, a flout old woman. • £<u;*/»fweated. l0 Reekit, fmoked. 

" Cooft bey duddies, caft off her clothes. T * Wark, work. 

J 3 Unkit, danced. ' H Sark, a ftiift. * Thae, thefe. 

10 Queans, laflfes. 

Their 



Their farks, inftead o' creeflue flannen, 1 
Been fnaw-white * feventeen hunder linnen J 
Thir breeks 3 o* mine, my only pair, 
That ance 4 were plufh, o' gude blue hair, 
I wad hae gi'en them off my hurdies, 
For ae blink 5 o' the bonnie burdics 1 * 

But withered beldams, auld and droll, 
Rigwoodie hags wad fpean 7 a foal, 
Lowping 8 an' flinging on a crummock,* 
I wonder didna x ° turn thy ftomach. 

But Tam kend * x what was what fu* brawlie,** 
There was ae winfome * 3 wench and wawlie, 1 * 
^That night enlifted in the core,* 5 
(Lang after kend on Carrick (hore ; 
For mony a beaft to dead * 6 (he fliot, 
And perifiYd mony a bonnie boat, 
And ihook baith I? meikle corn and bear,* 9 
And kept the country-fide in fear), 

I Ckreejhie fiannen, greafy flannel. * Stutw-<wkst$ 9 fnow-white. 
f Tbir breeh* thefe breeches. 4 Attce, oncje. 

* Ae blink, one look. • Bonnie Burditf, pretty creatures* 
' Wadfpeany would wean. * Lowping 9 jumping. 

» Crummock, a crutch. x ° Didna, did not, 

II Kend, knew, la BraivGt, very well. 
** fPinfomtf buxom. *♦ Wa<wlit 9 comely. 

* J C*re, corps. l0 Dead* death. ■» Awtf , both. 
j »■ itozr, barley. 

\ Her 



i 
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Her cutty fark,« o' Paifley ham,* 
That while a laffic 3 flie had worn> 
In longitude tho' forely Icanty, 
It was her beft, and flie was vauntie. 4 — 
Ah ! little kend thy reverend grannie, 1 
That fark flie coft * for her wee Nannie, 
Wi' twa pund Scots, 7 ('twas a' her riches), 
Wad ever grace a dance of witches ! 

But here my Mufe her wing maun cour ; ' 
Sic flights arc far beyond her poVr ; 
To fing how Nannie lap and flang, 9 
(A fouple x ° jade (he was and ftrang **) 
Apd how Tarn ftood, like ane ** bewitch'dj 
And thought his very een x3 enrich'd; 
Even Satan glowr'd, andfidg'dfu' fain,* 
And hotch'd and blew wi' might and main : 
Till firft ae caper, fyne anither, 15 
Tarn tint t6 his reafon a'.thcgiibqr, 17 
And roars out, " Weel done, Cutty-fark !" 
And in an inftant all was dark : 



* Culty-farkt (hort ftift. * Horn, a fort of cfotfi^ 

* LeJJie, a little girl. « f auntie f proud. 

* Grannie, grandmother. * C$ft, tfpun. 

* T<wa pund Sc*U 9 two pound ScottlJh* 8 Maun C9ur> muft lower. 

* Lap and flange jumped and flung. I0 Soupie, fupple. 
m Strang* ftrong* ,a Ane, one. * 3 Etn % eyes. 

M Fidg*df» % fan, became very reftlefs. 

** Syne anither* then another. u Tint, loft. 

*' A* thegitkr, entirely. 

And 



IX 



And fcarcely had he Maggie rallied, 
When out the hellUh legion fallied. 

As bees bizz x out wi* angry fyke,* 
When plundering herds 3 aflail their byke j 4 
As open puffie's 5 mortal foes. 
When pop ! lhe ftarts before their nofe 5 
As eager runs the market-crowd, 
When « Catch the thief !" rcfounds aloud 5 
So Maggie runs, the witches follow, 
Wi' mony an eldritch 6 ikreech and hollow. 

Ah, Tarn} Ah, Tarn! thouTl get thy fairin I 7 
In hell they'll roaft thee like a hcrrin ! 
In vain thy Kate awaits thy comin ! • 
Kate foon will be a woefu' woman ! 
\ Now, do thy fpeedy utmoft, Meg, 

I And win the key-ftane * of the brig ; 9 

t There at them thou thy tail may toft, 

A tunning ftream they dare nacrofs. 



* Bizx, buzz. * Fyke, mood. * Herds y (hepherds. 

* Byke, a bcc-hive. s Puffie's a hare. 

+ Eldritch flareecb, frightful fcream. * Fairin, a fairing, 

** Comin, coming. * Brig, bridge. a prefent. 

* It is a well known fa&, that witches, or any evil fpirits, have 
no power to follow a poor wight any farther than the middle of the 
next running ftream. It may be proper Hkewife to mention to the 
benighted traveller, that when he falls in with bogles, whatever dan- 
ger may be in his going forward, there is much more hazard in 
turning back. 

But 



i& 



But ere die key* ftane (he could make, 
The ficnt a tail x {he had to ihake J 
For Nannie, far before the reft, 
Hard upon npble Maggie preft, 
Aad flew at Tam wi* furious ettle j * 

But lltle wift ihe Maggie** mettle - 

Ae fpring 3 brought ofFher matter hale, 4 
But left behind her ain 5 gray tail : 
The carlin claught 6 her by the rump f 
And left poor Maggie fcarce a flump. 

« 

Now, wha 7 this tale o* truth (hall read, 
Hk g man and mother's fon, take heed ; 
Whene'er to drink you are inclined. 
Or cutty-farks gun in your mind, 
Think, ye may buy the joys o'er dear, 9 
Remember Tam p' Shanter's mare. 



* The fen* a tally fient is a petty oath, as, " th« devil a tail." 

* Ettle, xeal. 3 Ae fpring, one jump. 

* Hale, whole. * Ain, own. • Claugbt, feized hold on* 
» Wha, who. • Ilk, each. » O'er dear, too dear. 
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THE WITCHES' SONG. 



ft&N JONSON. 



«« From the Mafque of Queens, prefented at WhttehaB 9 

Feb. 2d, 1609." 



I WITCH* 



I have been all day looking after 

A raven feeding upon a quarter j 

And, foone as fhe turn'd her beak to the fouth, 

I fnatch'd this morfell out of hex mouth. 



<2 WITCH. 



I have beene gathering wolves haires, 
The madd dogges foames, and adders eares j 
The fpurging of a deadman's eyes : 
And all fince the evening ftarre did rife. 



3 WITCH. 



H 



3 WITCH. 



I laft night lay all alone 
On the ground, to heare the mandrake grqne ; 
And pluck'd him up, though he grew full low s 
Andy as I had done, the cocke did crow* 



4 WITCH* 

And I ha' bcend chufing out this fcull ] 
From charnell houfes that were full ; 
From private grots, and publike pits ; 
And frighted a fexton out of his wits* 

5 WITCH* 

tinder a cradle I did crepe 
By day ; and, when the childe was a-fleepe 
At night, I fucfc'd the breath % and rofe, 
And pluck'd the nodding nurfe by the nofe* 

6 WITCH. 

I had a dagger : what did I with that ? 

Killed an infant to have his fat. 

A piper it got at a church-ale, 

I bade him again blow the wind i' the taile* 

7 WITCH* 

A murderer, yonder, was hung in chaines ; 
The funne and the wind had {hrunke his veines t 
! I bit 



I bit off a finew ; I clipp'd his haire ; 

I brought off his ragges, that danced i' the ayre. 

8 WITCH. 

The fcrich-owles egges and the feathers blacke, 
The bloud of the frogge, and the bone in his backe 
I have been getting * and made of his flcia 
A purfet, to keep Sir Cranion in. 

9 WITCH. 

And I ha* beene plucking (plants among) 
Hemlock, henbane, adders-tongue, 
Night-fhade, moone-wort, libbards-bane * 
And twife by the dogges was like to be t<me» 

10 WITCH. 

1 from the jawesof a gardener's bitch 

Did fnatch thefe bones, and then leap'd the ditch : 

Yet went I back to the houfe againe, 

Kill'd the blacke cat, and here is the braine. 

11 WITCH* 

I went to the toad, breedes under the wall, 

I charmed him out, and he came at my call ; 

I fcratch'd out the eyes of the owle before ; 

I tore the batt's wing : what would you have more i 



DAM-'- 



i6 



DAME. 

Yea : I have brought, to hclpc your wtftf, 
Horned poppie, cyprefle boughes, . 

The fig-tree wild, that growes on tombes, 
And juice that from the larch-tree comes, 
The bafilifke's bloud, and the viper's flcin : 
And now our orgies let's begin. 



«7 
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ADMIRAL HOSIER'S GHOST, 

GLOVER. 



cc This was a Party Song, written by the ingenious author of 
£*eonidas, on the taking of Porto-Bello from the Spaniards 
by Admiral Vernon, Nov. 22, 1739^ — The cafe of Hofier^ 
nvhich is here fo pathetically reprefented, was briefly this : 
In April, 1 7 26 j that commander was fent with afhrong 
Jleet into the Spanifb Weft Indies, to block up the galleons 
in the ports of that country, or fbould they prefume to come 
out, to feize and carry them into England: he accordingly 
arrived at the Bqftimentos near Porto-Bello ; but being 
employed rather to overawe than to attach the Spaniards, 
with whom H was probably not our intereft to goto war, he 
continued long inatlive on thatflation, to his own great re- 
gret. He afterwards removed to Carthagena, and re- 
mained cruifing in thefefeas till far the greater part of his 
men perijhed deplorably by the difeafes of that unhealthy 
climate. This brave man, feeing his bejl officers and men 
thus daily fwept away, his /hips expofed to inevitable de- 
flruStion, and himf elf made the fport of the enemy, is faid 
to have, died of a broken heart.— Such is the account of 
Smollet, compared with that of other lefs partial writers" 



Ml 



A6 near Porto-Bello lying, 

On the gently fwelling flood, 
At midnight, with ftreamers flying, 

Our triumphant navy rode j 

vol. ii. c There, 
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There, while Vernon fate all glorious 

From the Spaniards' late defeat, 
And his crews, with fhout vi&orious, 

Drank fuccefs to England's fleets 

On a fudden, fhrilly founding, 

Hideous yells and fhrieks were heard ; 
Then, each heart with fear Confounding, 

A fad troop of ghofts appear'd, 
All in dreary hammocks fhrouded, 

Which for winding meets they wore, 
And with looks, by forrow clouded, 

Frowning on that hoftile fhore. 

On them gleam'd the moon's wan luftre* 

When the {hade of Holier brave 
His pale bands was feen to mufter, 

Rifing from their watery grave. 
CJ'cr the glimmering wave he hied him, 

Where the Burford * rear'd her fail, 
With three thoufand ghofts befide him, 

And in groans did Vernon hail. 

— « Heed, oh heed our fatal ftory, 

« I am Hofier's injured ghoft ; 
" You, who now have purchafed glory, 

« At this place where I was loft ! 
« Though in Porto-Bello's ruin, 

" You now triumph, free from fears, 

* Admiral Vernon's ftiip. 

" When 
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w When you think on our undoing, 
« You will mix your joy with tears. 



i 
i 

€€ 



See thefe mournful fpe&res fweeping 

c< Ghaftly o'er this hated wave, 
<c Whofe wan cheeks are ftain'd with weeping; 

" Thefe were Englifli captains brave. 
€S Mark thofe numbers, pale and horrid, 

" Thofe were once my failors bold : 
" Lo, each hangs his drooping forehead, 

« While his difmal tale is told I 



« I, by twenty fail attended, 

cc Did this Spanifli town affright ; 
€< Nothing then its wealjth defended, 

« But my orders not to fight. 
« Oh ! that in this rolling ocean 

w I had caft them with difdain, 
« And obey'd my heart's warm motion 

« To have quell'd the pride of Spain ! 

« For refiftance I could fear none, 

« But with twenty fhips had done 
€ * What thou, brave and happy Vernpn, 

€( Haft achiev'd with fix alone. 
« Then the Baftimento's never 

« Had our foul difhonour feei^ 
w Nor the fea the fad receiver 

" Of this gallant train had been. 

c 2 « Thus, 
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« Thus, like thec, proud Spain difmaying, 
« And her galleons leading home, 

« Though condemn'd for difobeying, 
<* I had met a traitor's doom ; 

« To have fallen, my country crying 
« He has play'd an Englifh part* 

« Had been better far than dying 
Of a grieved and broken heart. 

«« Unrepining at thy glory, 

« Thy fuccefsful arms we hail 5 
« But remember our fad ftory, 

« And let Rofier's wrongs prevail* 
« Sent in this foul clime to languifh, 

« Think what thotcfands fell in vain, 
« Wafted with difeafe and anguilh, 

« Not in glorious battle flain. 

« Hence with all my train attending 

« From their oozy tombs below ; 
« Through the hoary foam afcending, 

" Hefe I feed my conftant woe : 
« Here, the Baftimentos viewing, 

* € We recal our fliameful doom, 
«' And, our plaintive cries renewing, 

" Wander through the midnight gloom. 



«• O'er thefe waves for ever mourning 
« Shall we roam, deprived of reft, 

"If 
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c< If, to Britain's fliores returning, 
" Younegle&myjuft requeft; 

<* After this proud foe fubduing, 

" When your patriot friends you fee, 

« Think on vengeance for my ruin, 
u And for England (hamed in me." — 
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MARGARET'S GHOST. 



MALLET. 



Twas at the filent folcmn hour. 
When night and morning meet, 

In glided Margaret's grimly ghoft, 
And flood at William's feet. 

Her face was like an April morn, 
Clad in a wintry cloud ; 

And clay-cold was her lily hand, 
That held her fable (hroud. 



So ftiall the faireft face appear, 
When youth and years are flown : 

Such is the robe that kings muft wear, 
When death has reft their crown. 

Her bloom was like the fpringing flower, 

That fips the filver dew ; 
Tjie rofe was budded in her cheek, 

Juft opening to the view. 



But 
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But love had, like the canker-worm, 

Confumed her early prime : 
The rofe grew pale, and left her cheek ;-tt 

She died before her time.. 

— « Awajce l" flie cried, " thy true love calls, 
€S Come from her midnight grave ; 

** Now |et thy pity hear the maid . 
« Thy love refufed to favc. 

« This is the dark and dreary hqur, y 

« When injured ghofts complain ; 

<* Now yawning graves give up their dead, 
« To haunt the faithlefs fwain. 

« Bethink thee, William, of thy fault* 
« Thy pledge, and broken oath ; 

« And give me back my maiden vow, 
« And give me back my troth. 

" Why 4id you proftirfe love to me, 

« And not that promife keep ? 
* Why did' you fwear mine eyes were bright^ 

" Yet leave thofe eyes to weep ?- 

« c How could you fay my face was fair, 

™ And yet that face fbrfake ? 
" How could you win my virgin heart, 

« Yet leave that heart to break ? 



"Why 
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« Why did yero fay my lip was fweet, 

" And made the fcarlet pale ? 
« And why did I, young witlefs maid, 

« Believe the flattering tale ? 

" That face, alas ! no more is fair ; 

" Thefe lips no longer red : 
« Dark are my eyes, now clofed k* death, 

" And every charm is fled. 

u T^ hungry worm my fitter is 5 

« This winding flieet I wear : 
« AM cold and weary lafts our night, 

« Till that laft morn appear* 

* But bark ! the cock has warnM me hence F 
* A long and laft adieu ! 

* Come fee, falfe man, how low fee lies 
n Who died for love of you." 

The lark fung loud, the morning fmikd 

With beaixis of rofy red ; 
Paid William flioek in every limb, 

And raying left his bed. 

He hied him to the fatal place, 

Where Margaret's body lay ; 
And ftretch'd him on the grafe-green turf, 

That wrapt her breatblefs clay. 



And 
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And thrice he call'd on Margaret's name. 
And thrice he wept full fore ; 

Then laid his cheek to her cold grave, 
And word fpake never more. 



i 
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THE HERMIT. 



PARNELL. 



V 



Far in a wild, unknown to public view, 
From youth to age a reverend Hermit grew ; 
Ttje mofs his bed, the cave his humble cellj 
His food the fruits, his drink the cryftal well : 
Remote from men, with God he pafs'd the days, 
Prayer all his bufinefe, all his pleafure praife. 

A life fo facred, fuch ferene repofe, 
Seem'd heav'n itfelf, till one fuggeftion rofe : 
That Vice mould triumph, Virtue Vice obey, 
This fprung fome doubt of Providence's fway : 
His hopes no more a certain profpe& boaft, ' 
And all the tenour of his foul is loft ; 
So, when a fmooth expanfe receives imprefs'd 
Calm nature's image on its watery bread, 
Down bend the banks, the trees depending grow, 
And Ikies beneath with anfwering colours glow : 



But 
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But if a ftone the gentle fea divide, 
Swift ruffling circles curl on every fide, 
And glimmering fragments of a broken fun, 
Banks, trees,/ and ikies, in thick diforder run. 

To clear thh doubt, to know the world by fight, 
To find if books, or fwains, report it right, 
(For y$t by fwains alone the world he knew, 
Whofe feet came wandering o'er the nightly dew,) 
He quits his cell ; the pilgrim-ftaffhe bore, 
And fix'4 the fcallop ih his hat before ; 
Then with the fun a rifing journey, went, 
Sedate to .think, and watching each event. 

The morn was wafted in the patlilefs grafs, 
And long and lonefome was the wild to'pafs ; 
But when the fouthern fun had warm'd the day, 
A Youth came porting o'er a crofling way ; 
His rayment decent, his complexion fair, 
And foft in graceful ringlets wav'd his hair. 
Then near approaching, — « Father, hail ! " he cried ; 
And — « Hail, my Son," — the reverend fire replied ; 
Words follow'd words, from queflion anfwer flow'd, 
And talk of various kind deceived the road ; 
Till each with other plcafed, and loth to part, 
While in their age they differ, join in heart : 
Thus ftands an aged elm in ivy bound, 
Thus youthful ivy clafps an elm around. 

Now funk the fun ; the clofing hour of day 
Came onward, mantled o'er with fober gray ; 

• * Nature 
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Nature in filence bid the world repofe ; 

When, near the road a (lately palace rofe : 

There, by the moon, through ranks of trees they paft, 

Whofe verdure crown'd their doping fides of grafs. 

It chanced, the noble mafter of the dome 

Still made his houfe the wandering ftranger^ home : 

Yet ftill the kindnefs, from a thirft of praife, 

Prov'd the vain flourish of expenfive eafe. 

The pair arrive : the liveried fervants wait % * 

Their lord receives them at the pompous gate; 

The table groans with coftly piles of food, 

And all is more than hofpitably good. 

Then led to reft, the day's long toil they drown, 

Deep funk in fleep, and filk, and heaps of down. 



At length 'tis morn ; and at the dawn of day, 
Along the wide canals the Zephyrs play ; 
Frefh o'er the gay parterres the breezes creep, 
And (hake the neighbouring wood, to banifh fleep. 
Up rife the guefts, obedient to the call : 
An early banquet deck'd the fplendid hall ; 
Rich lufcious wine a golden goblet graced, 
Which the kind mafter forced the guefts to tafte. 
Then pleafed, and thankful, from the porch they go ; 
And, but the landlord, none had caufe of woej 
His cup was vaniuVd ; for, in fecret guife, 
The younger gueft purloin'd the glitt'ring prize* 



As one who fpies a ferpent in his way, 
Gliftning and balking in the fummer ray, 

DiforderM 



s 
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Diforder'd flops, to fhim the danger naar, 

Then walks with faintnefs on, and loots with fear , 

So feem'd the fire 5 when, far upon the road, 

The Alining fpoil his wily partner (how'd. 

He ftopp'd with filence, walk'd with trembling heart, 

And much he wifli'd, but durft not afk> to part : 

Murmuring, he lifts his eyes, and thinks it hard j 

That generous actions meet a bafe reward. 

While thus they pafs, the fun his glory flnroud$ > 
The changing fkies hang out their fable clouds * 
A found in air prefag'd approaching rain, 
And beafts to covert, feud acrofc the plain. 
Warn'd by the figns, the wandering pair retreat, 
To feek for flielter at a neighbouring feat : 
Twas built with turrets, on a rifing ground, 
And ftrong, and large, and unimproved around 5 
Its owner's temper, timorous and fevere, 
Unkind and griping, caufed a defert there. 
» 

As near the Mifer's heavy doors they drew, 
Fierce rifing gufts with fudden fury blew ; 
The nimble light'ning, mix'd with ftiow'rs, began, 
And o'er their heads, loud-rolling thunder ran. 
Here long they knock,.but knock or call in vain, 
Driven by the wind, and batter'd by the rain. 
At length fome pity warm'd the matter's breaft, 
('Twas then his threfhold firft received a gueft,) 
Slow creeking turjis the door, with jealous care, 
And half he welcomes in the fhivering pair ; 

One 
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One frugal faggot lights the naked Walls, 
And nature's fervour, through their limbs recalls^ 
Bread of the coarfeft fort, with meagre wine, 
Each hardly granted, ferved them both to dine ; 
And "when the tempeft firft appear'd to ceafe, 
A ready warning bid them part in peace. 

With ftill remark, the pond'ririg Hermit view'd, 
In one fo rich, a life fo poor and rude j 
And why (hould fuch, within himfelf he cried, 
Lock the loft wealth, a thoufand want befide ? 
But what new marks of wonder foon took place, 
In every fettling feature of his face, 
When from his veft, the young companion bore 
-That cup, the generous landlord own'd before, 
And paid profufely with the precious bowl, 
The ftinted kindnefs of this churlifh foul ! 

But now the clouds in airy tumult fly, 
The fun emerging opes an azure fky \ 
A frefher green the fmelling leaves difplay, 
And, glittering as they tremble, cheer the day ; 
The weather courts them from the poor retreat, 
And the glad matter bolts the wary gate. 

While hence they walk, the Pilgrim's bofbm wrought 
With all the travail of uncertain thought ; 
His partner's a&s, without their caufe, appear, 
'Twas there a vice, and feem'd a madnefs here : 
Detefting that, and pitying this, he gods, 
Loft and confounded with the various fhows; 

Now 
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Now night's dim fhades again involve the Iky, 
Again the wanderers want a place to lie, 
Again they fearch, and find a lodging nigh. 
The foil improved around, the manfion neat, 
And neither poorly low, nor idly great : 
It feem'd to fpeak its mafter's turn of mind, 
Content, and not forpraife, but virtue kind. 

Hither the walkers turn, with weary feet, 
Then blefs the manfion, and the matter greet • 
Their greeting fair, beftow'd with modeft guife, 
The courteous mafter hears, and thus replies : 

Without a vain, without a grudging heart, 
±o Him who gives us all, I yield a part ; 
From Him you come, for Him accept it here, 
A frank and fober, more than coftly, cheer. ' 
He fpoke, and bid the welcome table fpread, 
Then talk'd of virtue till the time of bed, 
When the grave household round his hall repair 
Warn'd by a bell, and clofe the hours with prayer. 

At length the world, renewed by calm repofe, 
Was ftrong for toil ; the dappled morn arofe ; 
Before the Filgrims part, the younger crept 
Near the clofed cradle where an infant flepr, 
And writhed his neck 5 the landlord's little pride, 
O ftrange return ! grew black, and gafp'd, and died. 
Horrour of honours f what, his only fon ! 
How look'd our Hermit when the faft was done ! 

Not 
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Not hell, though bell's black jaws in fonder part, 
And breathe blue fire, could more aflauk his heart. 



Confufed, and ftruck with filence at the deed, 
He flies, but, trembling, fails to fly with fpeed. 
His fteps the Youth purfues : the country lay 
Perplex'd with roads ; a fervant fliew'd the way ; 
A river crofs'd the path ; the pafTage o'er 
Was nice to find ; the fervant trod before ; 
Long arms of oaks an open bridge fupplied, 
And deep the waves, beneath the bending, glide. 
The Youth, who feem'd to watch a time to fin, 
Approach'd the carelefs guide, and thruft him in ; 
Plunging he falls, and rifing lifts his head, 
Then flaihing turns, and finks among the dead. 

"Wild fparlding rage inflames the Father's eyes, 
He burfts the bands of fear, and madly cries : 
— « Detefted wretch ! " — But fcarce his fpeech began, 
When the ftrange partner feem'd no longer man : 
His youthful face grew more ferenely fweet ; 
His robe turn'd white, and flow'd upon his feet ; 
Fair rounds of radiant points inveft his hair ; 
Celeftial odours breathe through purpled air ; 
And wings, whofe colours glitter'd on the day, 
Wide at his back their gradual plumes difplay. 
The form ethereal burfts upon his fight, 
And moves in all the majefty of light. 



Though 
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Though loud at firft the Pilgrim's paffion grew, 
Sudden he gazed, and wift not what to do ; 
Surprife in fecret chains his words fufpends, 
And in a calm his fettling temper ends. 
But filence here the beauteous angel broke, 
The voice of muiic raviih'd as he fpoke : 

— " Thy prayer, thy praife, thy life, to vice unknown, 
cc In fweet memorial rife before the throne : 
« Thefe charms, fuccefs in our bright region find, 
« And force an Angel down, to calm thy mind ; 
" For this, commiffion'd, I forfook the fky, 
« Nay, ceafe to kneel — thy fellow-fervant I. 

" Then know the truth of government divine, 
« And let thefe fcruples be no longer thine : 

« The Maker juftly claims that world he made, 

« In this the right of Providence is laid ; 

« Its facred majefty through all depends, 

" On ufing fecond means to work his ends : 

« 'Tis thus, withdrawn in ftate from human eye, 

« The Power exerts his attributes on high ; 

« Your adions ufes, nor controls your will, 

€ * And bids the doubting fons of men be (till. 

« What ftrange events can ftrike with more furprifc, 
^ Than thofe which lately ftruck thy wandering eyes ? 
« Yet, taught by thefe, confefsthe Almighty juft, 
cc And where you can't unriddle, learn to trull. 
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" The great, vain man, who fared on coftly food, 
" Whofe life was too luxurious to be good ; 
« Who made his ivory ftands with goblets fhine, 
" And forced his guefts to morning draughts of wine, 
" Has, with the cup, the gracelefs cuftom loft, * 
" And (till he welcomes, but with Iefs of coft, 

<c The mean, fufpicious wretch, whofe bolted door 
" Ne'er moved in duty to the wandering poor j 
" With him I left the cup, to teach his mind 
*« That Heaven can blefs, if mortals will be kind. 
u Confcious of wanting worth, he views the bowl, 
« And feels compaffion touch his grateful foul. 
« Thus artifts melt the fullen ore of lead, 
cc With heaping coals of fire upbn its head ; 
u In the kind warmth the metal learns to glow, 
" And, loofc from drofs, the filver runs below. 

" Long had our pious friend in virtue trod, 
" But now the child half wean'd his heart from God \ 
€< Child of his age, for him he lived in pain, 
cc And meafured back his fteps to earth again. 
IC To what excefies had his dotage run F 
« But God, to fave the father, took the fon. 
cc To all but thee, in fits he feem'd to go, 
" And 'twas my miniftry to deal the blow : 
" The poor fond parent, humbled in the duft, 
* € Now owns, in tears, the punifhment was juft. 



"But 
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** But how had all his fortune felt a wrack, 
<* Had that falfe fervant fped in fafety back ; 
<c This night his treafured heaps he meant to ileal, - 
€( And what a fund of charity Would fail ! 

« Thus Heaven inftru&s thy mind : this trial o'er, 
« Depart in peace, refign, and fin no more." — 

On founding pinions here the youth withdrew, 
The Sage flood wondering as the Seraph flew. 
Thus Iook'd Elifha, when, to mount on high, 
His matter took the chariot of the Iky ; 
The fiery pomp af cfending left the view ; 
The Prophet gazed, and wifh'd to follow too. 



The bending Hermit here a prayer begun, 
— ►« Lord ! as in Heaven, on earth thy will be done. 
Then, gladly turning, fought his ancient place, 
And pafs'd a life of piety and peace. 
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No. XXXVIII. 



EDWIN OF THE GREEN. 



P4fctfELL. 



In Britain's iflc, and Arthur's days, 
"When midnight faeries daunced the maze, 

Lived Edwin of the Green ; 
Edwin, I wis, a gentle youth, 
Endow'd with courage, fenfe, and truth, 

Though badly fliapcd he'd been. 

His mountain back mote well be faid 
To mcafure heighth againft his head, 

And lift itfelf above i 
Yet fpite of all that nature did 
To make his uncouth form forbid, 

This creature dared to love. 



He 
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He felt the charms of Edith's eyes, 
Nor wanted hope to gain the prize, 

Could ladies look within ; ' 
But one Sir To£az drefs'd with art, 
And, if a fhape could win a heart, 

He had a fhape to win. 

Edwin (if right I read my fong,) 
With flighted paffkm pdced albng 

All in the moony light : 
'Twas near an old enehaunted court, 
Where fportive faeries made refort, 
- To revel out the night. 

His heart was drear, his hope was croft'd, 
Twas late, 'twas far, the path was loft 

That reach'd the neighbour- town \ 
With weary fteps he quits the (hades, 
Refolved, the darkling dome he treads, 

And drops his limbs adown.j 

But fcant he lays him on the floor, 
When hollow winds remove the door, 

And trembling rocks the ground : 
And (wcfll I ween, to count aright,) 
At once an hundred tapers light 

On all the .walls around. 

Now founding tongues affail his ear, 
Now founding feet approaches near, 

And 
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And now the founds increafe y 
And, from the corner where he lay, 
He fees a train profufely gay 

Come prankling o'er the place. 

But (truft me, Gentles !) never yet 
Was dight a mafking half fo neat, 

Or half fo rich before \ 
The country lent the fweet perfumes, 
The fea the pearl, the Iky the plumes, 

The town its filken ftore. 



Now, whilft he gazed, a gallant drefe'd 
In flaunting robes above the reft, 

With awful accent cried : 
— " What mortal of a wretched mind, 
€ * Whofe fighs infeft the balmy wind, 

€€ Has here prefumed to hide ?" — * 

At this the fwain, whofe vent'rous foul 
No fears of magic art control, 

Advanced in open fight : 
— « Not have I caufe of dread," he faid, 
u Who view (by no prefumption led,) 

w Your revels of the night. 

« 'Twas grief, for fcorn of faithful love, 
<f Which made my fteps uaweeting rove 



" Amid 
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« Amid the nightly dew." — 
— « Tis well/' the gallant cries a*gain, 
cc We faeries never injure men 

" Who dare to tell us true. 



« Exalt thy love-dejefted heart, 
<c Be mine the talk, or ere we part, 

" To make thee grief refign ; 
" Now take the pleafure of thy chaunce ; 
<c Whilft I with Mab, my partner, daunce, 

" Be kittle Mable thine "— 



«* He fpoke, and all a fudden there 
Light mufic floats in wanton air ; 

The Monarch leads the Queen : 
The reft their faerie partners found, 
And Mable trimly tript the ground 

With Edwin of the Green. 



The dauncing paft, the board was laid, 
And fiker fuch a feaft was made 

As heart and lk> defire ; 
Withouten hands die difhes fly, 
The glafles with a wifh come nigh, 

And with a wifh retire. 



But now to plcafe the Faerie King, 
Full every deal they laugh and fing, 



An* 



— 1 



4° 



And antick feats dcvife ; 
Some wind and tumble like an ape, 
And other fome tranfinute their fhape 

In Edwin's wondering eyes. 

Till one at laft, that Robin hight, 
(Renown'd for pinching maids by night,) 

Has bent him up aloof} 
And full ag^inft the beam he flung, 
Where by the back the youth he hungj 

To fpraul unneath the roof* 

From thence,-*-" Reverfe my charm," he cric»| 
« And let it fairly now fuffice, 

« The gambol has been fhown."— 
But Oberon anfwers with a faiile, 
-»-" Content tfcee, Edwin, for a while* 

" The vantage is thine own." — 

Here ended all the phantome play : 
They fmelt the ftefh approach of day, 

And heard a cock to crow j 
The whirling wind that bore the crowd 
Has clapp'd the door, atod whiftled loud, 

To warn them all to go. 

Then fcreaming all at once, they fly, 
And all at once the tapers die > 



£oor 
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• Poor Edwin falls to floor ; 
Forlorn his ftate, and dark the place, 
Was never wight in (ike a cafe, 
Through all the land before. 



But foon as Dan Apollo fofe, 
Full jolly creature, home he goes, 

He feels his back the lefs ; 
His honeft tongue and fteady mind, 
Had rid him of the lump behind, 

Which made him want fucceft. 



With lufty livelyhed he talks, 
He feems a dauncing as he walks ; 

His ftory foon took Wind ; 
And beauteous Edith fees the youth, 
Endow'd with courage, fenfe, and truth, 

Without a bunch behind* 



The ftory told. Sir TopdS moved, 
(The youth of Edith erft approved,) 

To fee the revel fcene. 
At clofe of eve he leaves his home, 
And wends to find the ruin'd dome 

All on the gloomy plain. 

As there he bides, it fo befell, 

The wind came ruftling down a dell, 

A fluking 
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A (baking fcized the wall 2 
Up fpring the tapers as before, 
The faeries bragly foot the floor, 

And roufic fills the hall. 



Bat certes forely funk with woe 
Sir Topaz fees the Elfin (how, — 

His fpirits in him die : 
When Oberon cries, — « a man is near, 
« A mortal paflion, cleeped fear, 

« Hangs flagging in the iky/ 
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With that Sir Topaz, (haplefs youth !) 
In accent faultering, ay for ruth, 

Intreats them pity graunt ; 
For als he been a milter wight, 
Betray'd by wandering in the night, 

To tread the circled haunt j 



— « Ah, Lofell vile I" at once they roar, 
« And little flcill'd of faerie lore, 

" Thy caufe to come, we know : 
« Now has thy keftrell courage fell ; 
«• And Faeries, fince-a lie you tell, 

u Are free to work thee woe."-*- 



Then Will, who bears the wifpy fire 
To trail the fwains among the mire, 



The 



43 



The caitive upward flung * 
There, like a tortoife in a fliop, 
He dangled from the -chamber-top. 

Where whilome Edwin hung.j 



The revel now proceeds apace, 

Deffly they frifk it o'er the place, 

They fit, and drink, and eat : 

The time with frolic mirth beguile, 

And poor Sir Topaz hangs the while, 
Till all the rout retreat 



By this the ftars began to wink, 
They fhriek, they fly, the tapers fink, 

And down ydrops the Knight : 
For never fpell by faerie laid 
With ftrong enchantment bound a glade, 

Beyond the length of night. 



Chill, dark, alone, adreed, he lay, 
Till up the welkin rofe the day, 

Then deem'd the dole was o'er : 
But wot ye well his harder lot ? 
His feely back the bunch had got 

Which Edwin loft afore. 



This tale a Sybil-nurfe ared ; 

$he foftly ftroked my youngling head, 

Afld 
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And when the tale was done, 
— " Thus fome are bom, my fon," (he cries, 
« With bafe impediments to rife, 

« And fome are born with none* 



* But virtue can itfelf advance 

«* To what the favourite fools of chance 

«* By fortune feem'd defign'd ; 
«* Virtue can gain the odds of fate* 
" And from itfelf (hake off the weight 

«* Upon th' unworthy mini" 
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No. XXXIX. 



THEODORE AND HONORIA. 



DRYDEN. 



Of all the cities in Romanian lands, 
The chief, and moil renownM, Ravenna (lands, 
Adorn'd in ancient times with arms and arts, 
And rich inhabitants, with generous hearts. 
But Theodore the Brave, above the reft, 
With gifts of fortune and of nature blefs'd, 
The fbremoft place for wealth and honour held, 
And all in feats of chivalry excelled. 



This noble youth to madnefs loved a dame 
Of high degree, Honoria was her name ; 
Fair as the f aireft, but of haughty mind, 
And fiercer than became fo foft a kind. 
Proud of her birth (for equal flie had none) ; 
The reft flie fcorn'd, but hated him alone, 



His 
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His gifts, his conftant courtfhip, nothing gain'd ; 

For {he, the more he loved, the more difdain'd. 

He lived with all the pomp he could devife, 

At tilts and tournaments obtain'd the prize ; 

But found no favour in his lady's eyes : 

Relentlefs as a rock, the lofty maid 

Turn'd all to poifon that he did, or faid ; 

Nor prayers, nor tears, noroffer'd vows, could move ; 

The work went backward ; and the more he ftrove 

T* advance his fuit, the farther from her love. 



Wearied at length, and wanting remedy, 
He doubted oft, and oft refolved to die. 
But pride flood ready to prevent the blow, 
For who would die, to gratify a foe ? 
His generous mind difdain'd fo mean a fate ; 
That pafs'd, his next endeavour was to hate. 
But vainer that relief than all the reft, 
The lefs he hoped, with more defire pofTefs'd $ 
Love flood the fiege, and would not yield his breaft. 
Change was the next, but change deceived his care ; 
He fought a fairer, but found none fo fair. 
He would have worn her out by flow degrees, 
As men by fafling flarve th* untamed difeafe : 
But prefent love required a prefent eafe. 
Looking, he feeds alone his famifh'd eyes, 
Feeds lingering death, but looking not he dies'. 
Yet flill he chofe the longeft way to fate, 
Wafting at once his life and his eftate. 



His 
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His friends beheld, and pity'd him in vain, 
For what advice can eafe a lover's pain ! 
Abfence, the beft expedient they could find, 
Might fave the fortune, if not cure the mind : 
This means they long propofed, but little gain'dj 
Yet, after much purfuit, at length obtain'd. 



Hard you may think it was to give e&nfent, 
But, ftruggling with his own defires, he went, 
With large expence, and with a pompous train, 
Provided as to vifit France and Spain, 
Or for fome diftant voyage o'er the main. 
But love had clipp'd his wings, and cut him ftiort, 
Confin'd within the purlieus of the court, 
Three miles he went, no farther could retreat ; 
His travels ended at his country feat : 
To ChauYs plcafing plains he took his way, 
There pitch'd his tents, and there refolved to ftay- 



The fpring was in the prime ; the neighbouring grove 
Supplied with birds, the chorifters of love ; 
Mttfic unbought, that minifter'd delight 
To morning walks, and lull'd his cares by night : 
There he discharged his friends ; but not th* expence 
Of frequent treats, and proud magnificence* 
He lived as kings retire, though more at large 
From public bufinefs, yet with equal charge ; 
With houfe and heart ftill open to receive j 
As well content as love would give him leave : 

He 
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He would have lived more free ; but many a gueft 
Who could forfake the friend, purfucd the feaft. 



It hapt one morning, as his fancy led, 
Before his ufual hour he left his bed ; 
To walk within a lortely lawn that flood 
On every fide furrounded with a wood ; 
Alone he walk'd, to plcafe his penfive mind, 
And fought the deepeft folitude to find ; 
Twas in a grove of fprcading pines he ftray'd y 
The winds within the quivering branches play'd, 
And dancing trees a mournful mufic made. 
The place itfelf Was fuiting to his care, 
Uncouth and favage as the cruel fain 
He wandcr'd on, unknowing where he went. 
Loft in the wood, arid all on love intent : 
The day already half his race had run, 
And fummon'd him to due repaft at noon, 
But love could feel no hunger but his own. 



Whilft liftening to the murmuring leaves he flood, 
More than a mile immerfed within the wood, 
At once the wind was laid j the whifpering found 
Was dumb ; a.rifing earthquake rock'd the ground ; 
With deeper brown the grove was overfpread ; 
A fudden horror feized his giddy head, 
And his ears tinkled, and his colour fled. 
Nature was in alarm ; fome danger nigh 
Seem'd threaten'd, though unfecn to mortal eye. 

Unufed 
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TJnufed to fear, he fummon'd all his foul, 
And ftood colle£ted in himfelf, and whole ; 
Not long : for foon a whirlwind rofe around, 
And from afar he heard a fcreaming found 
As of a dame, diftrefs'd, who cried for aid, 
And fill'd with loud laments the fecret fhade. 



A thicket clofe befide the grove there ftood, 
With briers and brambles choked, and dwarfifli wood ; 
From thence the noire, which now approaching near, 
With more diftinguifli'd notes invades his ear j 
He raifed his head, and faw a beauteous maid, 
With hair diflieverd, iffuing through the fhade ; 
Stripp'd of her clothes, and e'en thofe parts reveaPd, 
Which modeft nature keeps from fight conceal'd. 
Her face, her hands, her naked limbs, were torn, • 
With paulng through the brakes, and prickly, thorn } 
Two maftiffs gaunt and grim her flight purfued, 
And oft their faften'd fangs in blood imbrued ; 
Oft they came nip, and pinch'd her tender fide, 
— " Mercy, O mercy, Heaven \" — fhe ran and cried ;' 
When heaven was named, they loofed their hold again. 
Then fprang fhe forth, they follow'd her amain. 

Not far behind, a Knight of fwarthy face, 
High on a coal-black fteed purfued the chafe ; , 

With flafhing flames his ardent eyes were fhTdj 
And in his hand a naked fword he held ; , 

He cheer'd the dogs to follow her who fled, 
And vow'd'revenge on her devoted head. 

VOL. II. e As 
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As Theodore was bom of noble kind* 
The brutal a&ion roufed his manly mind *, 
Moved with unworthy ufage of the maid, 
He, though unarm'd, refolved to give her aid* 
A fapling pine he wrench'd from out the ground, 
The readieft weapon that his fury found. 
Thus f urnifh'd for offence, he crofs'd the way 
Betwixt the gracelefs villain and his prey. 



The Knight came thundering on, but, from afar, 
Thus in imperious tone forbad the war : 
* — " Ceafe, Theodore, to proffer vain relief, 
« Nor (top the vengeance of fo juft a grief ; 
« But give me leave to feize my deftined prey, 
" And let eternal juftice take the way : 
«« I but revenge my fate, difdain'd, betray'd, 
« And fuffering death for this ungrateful maid."— 

He faid, at onee difmounting from the fteed * 
Por now the hell-hounds with fuperior fpeed 
Had reach'd the Dame, and, fattening on her fide, 
The ground with ifliiing dreams of purple died ; 
Stood Theodore furprifed, in deadly fright, 
With chattering teeth, and briftling hair upright ; 
Yet arm'd with inborn worth, — " Whate'er," faid he, 
*" Thou art, who know'ft me better than I thee ; 
" Or prove thy rightful caufe, or be defied $" — 
The Spedtre fiercely flaring, thus replied : 



•« Know, 
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— M Know, Theodore, thy anceftry I cUm, 
<c And Guido Cavalcanti was my name. 
<c One common fire our fathers did beget, 
*< My name and ftory fomc remember yet : 
<c Thee, then a boy, within mine arms I laid, 
u When, for my fins, I loved this haughty maid j 
<c Not lefs adored in life, nor ferved by me, 
€i Than proud Honoria now is loved by thee. 
" What did I not, her ftubborn heart to gain ? 
c< But all my vows were anfwerM with difdain ; 
" She fcorn'd my forrows, and defpifedmy pain. 
<r Long time I dragg'd my days in fruitlefs care : 
<c Then, loathing life, and plunged in deep defpair, 
€< To finifh my unhappy life, I fell 
" On this fliarp fword, and now am damn'd in hell. 



" Short was her joy ; for ibon th' infulting maid 
.« By Heaven's decree in this cold grave was laid. 
c f And as in unrepented fin flic died, . 
« Doom'd to the fame bad place, is puniftVd for her pride: 
*< Becaufe (he deem'd I well deferved to die r 
H And made a merit of her cruelty. 
€ < There, then, we met ; both tried, and both weje call, 
<c And this irrevocable fentence pafs'd :-— 
<c That fhe, whom I fo long purfucd in vain, 
" Should fuffer from my hands a lingering pain : 
ic Renew'd to life that (he might daily die, 
" I daily doomM to follow, (he to fly ; 
€i No more a lover, but a mortal foe, 
M I feek her life (for love is none below) : 

M 2 A$ 
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«< As often as my dogs with better fpee & 

" Arreft her flight, is fee to death decreed ; 

«• -Then with this fatal fword, on which I died, 

« I pierce her open back, or tender fide, 

« And tear' that harden'd heart from out her breaft, 

u Which, with her entrails, makes my hungry hounds a 

feaft.' . 
« c Nor Kes fee long, but, as her fates ordain, 
•< Springs up to life, and frefli to fecond pain, 
• c Is faved to-day, to-morrow tabe flain*" — 

Thif , verfed in death, th' infernal Knight relates, 
And then for proof fulfilTd the common fates ; 
Her heart and bowels through her back he drew, 
And fed the hounds that help'd him to purfue $ 
Stern, look'd the Fiend, as frustrate of hi* will, 
Not Ifttf (uifced, and greedy yet to kilL 
And now thfc foul expiring, through the wound. 
Had left the body breathlefs oa die ground, 
When thus die grifly S$>e£kre fpoke again t 
— " Behold, the fruit of ill-rewarded pain : 
*< As many months as I fuftain'd her hate, 
«« So many years is flie condemn'd by fate 
" To daily death j and every feveral place* 
cc Confcious of her diichrin, and my difgrace,. 
** Muft witnefs her juft punilhment, and be 
u A fcene of triumph and revenge to me ! 
" As in this grove I took my laft farewell, 
" As on this very fpot of earth I fell, 
" As Friday faw me die, fo fee. my prey , . 

" Becomes e'en here on this revolving day." — 

Thus 
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Thus while he fpoke, the Virgin from -the ground 
Upftarted frefh, already clofed the woun4> 
And, unconcern'd for all fhe felt before, 
Precipitates her flight along the fhore : 
The hell-hounds, as ungorged with flefh and blood, 
Purfue their prey, and feek their wonted food : 
The Fiend remounts his courfer, mends his pace, 
And all the vifion vanifli'd from the place. 



Long ftood the noble youth, opprefe'd with awe, 
And ftupid at the wondrous things he faw, 
Surpaffing common faith, tranfgrefling nature's law. 
IJc would have been aflcep, and wifli'd to wake, 
But dreams, he knew, no long impreffion make, 
Though ftrong at firft j if vifion, to what end r 
But fuch as muft his future ftate portend ? 
His love the damfel, and himfelf the fiend. 
But yet refle£king, that it could not be 
From heaven, whip h cannot impious a&s decree, 
Jlefolved within himfelf to fhun the fnare, 
"Which hell for his deftruftion did prepare ; 
And, as his better genius fhould direft, 
From an ill caufe to draw a good effect. 



Infpired from heaven, he homeward took his way, 
Nor paird his new defign with long delay : 
But of his train a trufty fervant fent 
To call his friends together at his tent. 
They came ; and ufual falutations paid, 
With words premeditated thus he faid : 

— « Wlat- 



I 
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— " What you have often counfel'd, to remove 

" My vain puffuit of unregarded love ; 

€i By thrift my finking fortune to repair, 

cc Though late, yet is at laft become my care : 

« My heart fhall be my own ; my vaft expence 

« Reduced to bounds by timely providence ; , , 

" This only I require ; invite for me 

*• Honoria, with her father's family, 

t€ Her friends, and mine ; the caufe I (hall difplay, 

«« On Friday next, for that's th' appointed day." — 

Well pleafed were all his friends, the taflc was light, 

The father, mother, daughter, they invite } 

Hardly the Dame was drawn to this repaft ; 

But yet refolved, becaufe it was the laft. 

The day was come, the guefts invited came, 

And, with the reft, th' inexorable Dame ; 

A feaft prepared with riotous expence, 

Much coft, more care, and molt magnificence* 

The place ordain'd was in that haunted grove* 

Where the revenging ghoft purfued his love ; 

The tables in a proud pavilion fpread, 

With flowers below, and tiflue overhead ; 

The reft in rank, Honoria, chief in place, 

Was artfully contrived to fet her face 

To front the thicket, and behold the chafe. 

The feaft wa$ ferved, the time fo well fo'recaft, 

That juft wh$n the defert and fruits were placed, 

The Fiend's alarm began j the hollow found 

Sung in the leaves, the foreft (hook around, 

Air blacken'd, roll'd the thunder, grpah'd the ground. 



Nor 
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Nor long before the loud laments arife, 
Of one diftrefs'd, and maftiffs' mingled cries ; 
And fi>ft the Dame £ame ruihing through the wood, 
And next the famiih'd hounds that fought their food, 
And grip'd her flanks, and oft efiay'd their jaws in blood. 
Laft came fhe Felon on his fable ftee^l, 
Arm'd with his naked fword, and urged hig dogs to fpeed* 
She ran, and cried, her flight dire&ly bent, 
(A gucft unbidden,) to the fatal tent, 
The fcene of death, and place ordain* d for punifhment. 
Loud was the noife, aghaft was every gueft, 
The women fliriek'd, the men forfook the fe^ft $ 
The hounds at nearer diftance hoarfely bay'd > 
The hunter clofe purfued the vifionary maid, 
She rent the heaven with loud laments, impjoring aid# 

• * 

The gallants, to proteft the Lady's right, 
Their faulchions brandiuYd'at the grifly Sprite ; 
iii'gh on his ftirrups he provoked the fight ; 
Then on the crowd he caft a furious look, 
And wither'd all their ftrength before he fpoke : 
— " Back on your lives : let" be," faid he, «* my prey, 
** And let my vengeance take the deftined way : 
* s Vain are your arms, and vainer your defence, 
f« Againft th' eternal doom of Providence : 
" Mine is th* ungrateful maid by Heaven dcfign'd : 
? c Mercy^ ijje would, not give, nor mercy, fliall (he find."*— 
At this the fonner tale again he told : 
"\Vith thundering tone, and. dreadful to behold : 
Sunk were their hearts with horror of the crime, 
Nor needed (o be warn'd a fecond time, : 

But 
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But bore each other tack 5 fome knew the face, 

And all had heard the much lamented cafe 

Of him who. fell for love, and this the fatal place. 

And now th* infernal minifter advanced, 
Seized the due viftim, and with fury launced 
Her back, and, piercing through her inmoft heart, 
Drew backward, as before, th* offending part. 
The reeking entrails next he tore away, 
And to his meagre maftifis made a prey. 
The pale affiftants on each other ftarcd 
With gaping mouths, for ifluing words prepared \ 
The ftifl-born founds upon the palate hung, 
And died imperfeft on the faltering tongue. 
TFhe fright was general 5 but the female band 
(A helplefs train) in more confufion ftand : 
With horror fhuddering, in -a heap they run, 
$ick at the fight of hateful juftice done ; 
For confeience rung th' alarm, and made the cafe their 
own. 

So, fpread uppn a lake with upward eye, 
A plump of fowl behold their foe on high ; 
They clofe their trembling .troop 5 and all attend 
On whom the foufing eagle wilj defcend. 

But mpft the proud Honoria fear'd th' event^ 
And thought to her alone the vifion fent. 
Her guilt prefents to her diftrafted mind 
Heaven's juftice, Theodore's revengeful kind, 
And the fame fate to the fame fin affign'd. 

Already 
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Already fees herfelf the monfter's prey, 
And feels her heart and entrails torn away, 
*Twas a mute fcene of forrow, mix'd Viiith feat 5 
Still on the table lay th* unfini(h-d cheer : 
The Knight and hungry maftiffs ftood around, 
The mangled Dame lay breathlefs on the ground 2 
Whpftj gn a fudden, fe-infpired with breath, 
Again (he rofe, again ft> fuffer death $ 
Nor fiaid the hcll-hbunds, nor the hunter ftaid, 
ButfollowM, as before, the flying maid: 
Th* avenger took froin earth th' avenging fword, 
And mounting light as air, his fable fleed he (putt*3: 
The clouds difpeird, the Iky refum'd her light, 
And nature ftood recover'd of her fright. 
But fear, the laft of ills, rcmain'd behind, 
And hdrror heavy fat on every mind. 
Nor Theodore encouraged more the feaft, 
Jut fternly look'd, as hatching in his breaft 
Some deep defigns, which, when Honoria view'd, 
The frefh impulfe her former fright renew'd 5 
She thought herfelf the trembling dame who fled, 
And him the grifly ghoft that fpurr'd th* infernal (teed : 
The more difmay'd^for when the guefts withdrew, 
Their courteous hoft, faluting all the crew, 
Regardlefs pafs'd her o'er \ nor graced with kind adieu; 
That fting infiVd within her haughty mind, 
The downfall of her empire ftie divin'd ; 
' And her proud heart with fecret forrow pined. 
Home as they went the fad difcourfe renewM 
Of the relentlefs dame to death purfued, 
An,d of the fight obfcene fo lately view'd. 

None 
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None durft arraign the righteous doom (he bore, 
E'en they who pitied mod, yet blamed her more » 
The parallel they needed not to name, 
But in the dead they damn'd the living dame. 



At every little noife ihe look'd behind, 
For ftill the knight was prefent to her mind * 
And anxious oft ihe ftarted on the way, 
And thought the horfeman ghoft came thundering for 

his prey. 
Return'd, ihe took her bed with little reft, 
But in fhort (lumbers dreamt the funeral feaft ; 
Awak'd, Ihe turn'd her fide, and flept again ; 
The fame black vapours mounted in her brain* 
And the fame dreams return'd with double pain. 



Now forced to wake, becaufe afraid to fleep, 
Her blood all fever'd, with a furious leap 
She fprang from bed, diftra&ed irrher mind, 
And fearM, at every ftep, a twitching fprite behind* 
Darkling and defperate, with a daggering pace, 
Of death afraid, and confeious of difgrace j 
Fear, pride, remorfe, at once her heart aflailM, 
Pride put remorfe to flight, but fear prevail'd* 
Friday, the fatal day, when next it came, 
Her foul forethought the Fiend would change his game, 
And her purfue, or Theodore be flain, 
And two ghofts join their packs to hunt her o'er the 
plain. 

Thi* 
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This dreadful image fo poffefs'd her mind* 

That defperate any fuccour elfe to find, 

She ceasM all farther hope ; and now began 

Tp make reflection on the unhappy man. 

Rich, brave, and young, who paft expreflion lov'd, 

Proof to difdain, and nqjt to be remov'd : 

Of all the men refpe&ed and admir'd, 

Of all the dames, except herfelf, dcfiYd : 

Why not of ber ? preferr'd above the reft 

By him with knightly deeds, and open love profefs'd ? 

So had another been, where he his vows addrcfs'd. 

This quell'd her pride, yet other doubts remain'd, 

That, once difdaining,ihe might be difdain'd. 

The fear was juft, but greater fear prevail'd, 

Fear of her life by hellifh hounds aflail'd : 

He took a lowering leave ; but who can tell. 

What outward hate rnight inward love conceal ? 

Her fex's art (he knew j and why not, then, 

Might deep diflembling have a place in men ? 

Here hope began to dawn ; refolvM to try* 

She fix'd on this her utmoft remedy * 

Death was behind, but hard it was to die. 

Twas time enough at laft on death to call, 

The precipice in fight : a fhrub was all, 

That kindly flood betwixt to break the fatal fall. 

Qne maid flie had, beloved above the reft 5 
Secure of her, the fecret (he confefs'd 5 
And now the cheerful light her fears difpell'd, 
She with no winding turns the truth conccal'd. 
Bait put the woman off, and ftood reveal' d ; 
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With faults confefs'd, commiffion'd her to go. 

If pity yet had place, and reconcile her foe ; 

The welcome meflage made, was foon received ; 

Twas to be wifh'd and hoped, but fcarce beliered ; 

Fate feem'd a fair occation to prefent ; 

He knew the fex, and f ~ar*d ihe might repent, 

Should he delay the moment of confent. 

There yet remain'd to gain her friends (a caro 

The modefty of maidens well might fpare) ; 

But fhe with fuch a zeal the caufe embraced 

(As women, where they will, are all in haftc) j 

The father, mother, and the kin befide, 

Were overborn by fury of the tide ; 

With full confent of all, Jie changed her ftatc } 

ReGftlefs in her love, as in her hate. 

By her example warn'd, the reft beware ; 

More eafy, lefs imperious, were the fair 5 

And that one hunting, which the Devil defign*4 

For one fair female, loft him half the kind, 
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No. XL. 



DREAMS. 



DRYDEN. 



From tie Tale of « The Cock and th* Fox,** 
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Two friend* or brothers, with devout intent, 
On feme far pilgrimage together went. 
It happen'd fo that, when the fun was down, 
They juft arrived by twilight at a town : 
That day had been the baiting of a bull, 
Twas at a feaft, and every inn fo full, 
That no. void room in chamber, or on ground* 
And but one forry bed was to be found : 
And that fo little it would hold but one, 
Though till this hour they never lay alone. 

So were they forced to part : one ftay'd behind, 
His fellow fought what lodging he could find : 
At Jail he found a flail where oxen flood, 
And that he rather chofe than lie abroad. 

Twas 
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Twas in a farther yard without a door ; 
But, for his eafe, well litter'd was the floor. 



His fellow, who the narrow bed had kept, 
Was weary, and without a rocker flept : 
Supine he fnored ; but in the dead of night, 
He dreamt his friend appear'd before his fight, 
Who, with his ghaftly look, and doleful cry> 
Said, — " Help me, brother, or this night I die : 
cc Arife and help, before all help be vain, 
" Or in an ox's flail I fhall be flain." 
Routed from his reft, he waken'd in a ftarf, 
Shivering with horrour, and with aching heart ; 
At length to cure himfelf by reafon tries ; 
— " 'Tis but a dream, and what are dreams but lies :" — 
So thinking, changed his fide, and clofed his eyes. 
His dream returns ; his friend appears again : 
— " The murderers come; now help, or I am flain :"-— 
Twas but a vifion ftill, and vifions are but vain. 
He dreamt the third : but now his friend appear'd 
Pale, naked, pierced with wounds, with blood befmear^d : 
Thrice warn'd, — " Awake," faid he, " relief is late, 
« The deed is done ; but thou revenge my fate : 
« c Tardy of aid, unfeal thy heavy eyes, 
" Awake, and with the dawning day arife : 
« Take to the weftern.gate thy ready way, 
u For by that pafiage they my corpfe convey : 
« My corpfe is in a tumbril laid, among 
<« The filth and ordure, and inclofed wkh dung : 

That 
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** That cart arreft, and raifc a commoit cry ; 

cc For facred hunger of my gold, I die ;"•*— 

Then ihew'd his grifly wound ; and laft he drew 

A piteous figh, and took a long adieu. 

The frighted friend arofe by break of day, 

And found the ftall where late his fellow lay. 

Then of his impious hofl inquiring more, 

Was anfwer'd that his gueft was gone before : 

— "Muttering, he went," faid he, " by morning light, 

«« And much complain'd of his ill reft by night." — 

This raifed fufpicion in the pilgrim's mind $ 

Becaufe all hofts are of an evil kind ; 

And oft, to fhare the fpoils, with robbers join'd. 



His dream confirmM his thought; with troubled look^ 
Straight to the weftcrn gate his way he took ; 
There, as his dream foretold, a cart he found, 
That carried compoft forth to dung the ground. 
This, when the pilgrim faw, he ftretch'd his throat, 
And cried out — (t murder !" — with a yelling note. 
My murderM fellow in this cart lies dead, 
Vengeance and juftice on the villain's head. 
Ye magiftrates, who facred laws difpenfe, 
On you I call, to punifh this offence. 



The word thus given, within a little fpace, 
The mob came roaring out, and throng'd the place ; 
All in a trice they call the cart to ground, 
And in the dung the murderM body found ; 
Though breathlefs, warm, and reeking, from the wound. 

Good 
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Good heaven, whole darling attribute, we find, 

Is boundlefs grace, and mercy to mankind, 

Abhors the cruel : and the deeds of night 

By wondrous ways reveals in open light : 

Murder may pafs unpuniuYd for a time, 

But tardy juftice will o'ertake the crime: 

And oft a fpeedier pain the guilty feels : 

The hue ahd cry of heaven purfueshim at the heels* 

Frefh from the fa£t, as in the prefent cafe, 

The criminals are feized upon the place : 

Carter and hoft confronted face to face. 

Stiff in denial, as the law appoints, 

On engines they diftend their tortur'd joints : 

So was confeffion forced, th* offence was known, 

And public juftice on th' offenders done* 



*— " Here may you fee, that vifions are to dread j 
« And, in die page that follows this, I read,"— 



— Of two young merchants, whom the hope of gain 
Induced in partnerlhip to crofs the main : 
Waiting till willing winds their fails fupplied, 
Within a trading town they long abide, 
Full fairly fituate on a haven's fide j 
One evening it befel, that, looking out, 
The wind they long had wifli'd was come about : 
Well ple^fed they went to reft ; and if the gale 
Till morn continued, both refolved to fail. 

But, 
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But, as together in a bed they lay, 

The younger had a dream at break of day* 

A man, he thought, flood frowning at his fide : 

Who warn'd him for his fafety to provide, 

Nor put to fea, but fafe on fhofe abide* 

— " I come, thy genius, to command thy ftay j 

« Truft not the winds, for fatal is the day, 

" And death, unhoped, attends the watery way 



The vifion faid : and vanifh'd from his fight : 
The dreamer waken'd in a mortal fright : 
Then pull'd his drowfy neighbour, and declared 
What, in his dumber, he had feen and heard ; 
His friend fmiled fcornful, and with proud contempt 
Reje&s as idle, what his fellow dreamt, 
— " Stay, who will ftay ; for me no fears reftraiA* 
« c Who follow Mercury, the god of gain ; 
" Let each man do as to his fancy feems, 
« I wait not, I, till you have better dreams. 
" Dreams are but interludes which fancy makes f 
c< When monarch reafon deeps, this mimic wakes ; 
" Compounds a medley of disjointed things, 
" A mob of coblers, and a court of kings : 
" Light fumes are merry, grofler fumes are fad ; 
« Both are the reafonable foul run mad ; 
" And many monftrous forms in deep we fee, 
« That neither were, nor are, nor e'er can be. 
" Sometimes forgotten things, long cad behind, 
" Rufh forward in the brain, and come to mind. 
" The nurfe's legends are for truths received, 
« And the man dreams but what the boy believed. 

vol. ii. v « Some- 



66 



" Sometimes we but rehearfe a former play; 
« The night reftores our aftions done by day j 
« As hounds in fleep will open for their prey. 
«< In ihort, the farce of dreams is of a piece, 
" Chimeras all, and rfi&re abfurd or lefs : 
" ;You, who believe in tales, abide alone ; 
*< Whate'er I get this Voyage is my own."- 

• 

Thus while he fpoke, he heard the fliouting crew 
That call'd aboard, and took his laflf adieu. 
The veffel went before a merry gale, 
And, for ^uick paflage, put on every fail : 
But when leaft fear'd, and e'en in open day, 
The mifchief overtook her in the way : 
Whether flie fpruog a leak, I cannot find* 
Or whether flie was overfet with wind, 
Or that fome rock below her bottom rent ; 
But down at once, with all her crew, flie went : 
Her fellow fhips from far, her lofs defcried ; 
But only (he was funk, and all were fafc befide. 
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BOOK I. 

» 

In Raffia's frozen clime, fome ages fince, 
There dwelt, hiftorians fay, a worthy prince, 
"Who to his people's good confined his care, 
And fix'd the balls of his empire there ; 
Enlarged their trade, the liberal arts improved, 
Made nations happy, and himfelf beloved ; 
To all the neighbouring dates a terror grown, 
The dear delight and glory of his own. 
Not like thofe kings, who yainly feek renown 
From countries ruined, and from battles won ; 

f 2 



Thofe 



68 



Thofe mighty Nimrods, who mean laws dcfpife, 
Call murder but a princely exercife, 
And, if one bloodlefs furi (hould fteal away, 
Cry out, with Titus, they have loft a day ; 
Who, to be more than men, themfelves debafo 
Beneath the brute, their Maker's form deface, 
Raifrag their titles by their God's diigrace- 
Life fame to l>old Eroftratus tve give, 
Who fcorn'd by lefs than facrilege to live 5 
On holy ruins railed a hAing name, 
And in the temple's fire diffufed his fliame. 
Far different praifes, and a brighter fame, 
The virtues of the young Porferma claim 5 
For by that name the Ruffian king was known, 
And fure a nobler ne'er adorn'dthe throne* 
tn war he knew the deathful fwordto wield, 
And fought the thicktfft dangers of the field, 
A bold commander ; but, the ftorm o'erblown, 
He feem'd as he were made for peace alone j 
Then was the golden age again reftored, 
Nor lefs his juftice honeur'd, than his fword. 
All needlefs pomp, and cHittvard grandeur fpared, 
The deed* that graded hinn Were his only guard ; 
No private views beneath a borrow'd name j 
His and the public interest Were the feme. 
In wealth andpleafUre&t the fubjeft live ; 
But virtue is the 'king's prerogative : 
Porfenna there^lthbtit a rival ftood, 
And would maintain his right of doing good. 



Nor 
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Nor did his perfpn lefs attraftion wear, 

Such majefty and fwcetnefs mingled there : 

Heaven, with uncommon art, the clay refined, 

A proper manfion for fo fair a mind ; 

Each look, each a&ion, bore peculiar grace, 

.And love itfelf was painted on his face. 

In peaceful time he fuffer'd not his mind 

To ruft in fioth, though much $o peace inclin'd j 

Nor wanton in the lap of pleafure lay, 

And, loft to glory, loiter'd life away : 

But a&ive rifing ere the prime of day, 

Through woods and lonely deferts loved tq ftray j 

With hounds and horns to wake the furious bear, 

Or roufe the tawny lion from his }aif ; 

To rid the foreft of the favage brood, 

And whet his courage for his country's good. 



One day, as he purfued the dangerous fport, 
Attended by the nobles of his court, 
It chanced, a'beaft of more than common fpeed, 
Sprang from the Wake, and through the defert fled. 
The ardent Prince, impetuous as the wind, 
Rufh'd on, and left his lagging train behind. 
Fired with the chafe, and full of youthful &Qod, 
O'er plains, and vales, and woodland wilds, he rode, 
Urging his courfer's fpeed, nor thought the day, 
How wafted, nor how intricate the way : 
Nor, till the night in dufky clouds came on, 
Reftrain'd his pace, or found himfelf alone. 
Miffing his train, he ftrove to meafure back 
The road he came, but could not find the track 5 

Still 
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Still turning to the place he left before, 

And only lab'ring to be loft the more. 

The bugle horn, which o'er his fhoulders hung^ 

So loud he winded, that the foreft rung ; 

In vain, no voice fyut Echo from the ground, 

And vocal woods make mockery of the found* 



And now the gathering clouds began to fpread 
O'er the dun face of night a deeper fhade \ 
And the hoarfe thunder, growling from afar, 
"With herald voice proclaim'd th' approaehing war, 
Silence awhile enfued, — then by degrees 
A hollow wind came muttering through the trees. 
Sudden the full-fraught fky difcharged its ftore, 
Of rain and rattling hail a mingled fhower ; 
The a£Hve lightning ran along the ground ; 
The fiery bolts by fits were hurl'd around, 

And the wide forefts trembled at the found. 
Amazement feized the Prince ; — where could he fly ? 

No guide to lead, no friendly cottage nigh. 

Penfive and unrefolved awhile he flood 

Beneath the fcanty covert of the wood ; 

But, drove from thence, foon fallied forth again, 

As chance dire&ed, on the dreary plain ; 

Conftrain'd his melancholy way to take 

Through many a loathfome bog, and thorny brake, 

Caught in the thicket, flound'ring in the lake. 

Wet with the ftorm, and wearied with the way, 

By hunger pinch'd, himfelf to beafts a prey \ 

Nor 
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Nor wine to cheer his heart, nor fire to burn, 

Nor place to reft, nor profpedl: to return. 

Drooping and fpiritlefs, at life's defpair, 

He bade it pafs, not worth his farther care ; 

When fuddenly he fpied a diftant light, -\ 

That faintly twinkled through the gloom of night, f 

And his heart leap'd for joy, and blefs'd the welcome [ 

fight: ''".'• ) 

Oft times he doubted, it appeared fo far, 

And hung fo high, 'twas nothing but a ftar, 

Or kindled vapour wand ; ring through the iky, 

But ftill prefs'd on his deed, ftill kept it in his eye j 

Till, much fatigue, and many dangers paft, 

At a huge mountain he arrived at laft. 

There, lighting from his horfe, on hands and knees 

Groped out the darkfome road by flow degrees, 

Crawling o* clamb'ring o'er the rugged way ; 

The thunder rolls above, the flames around him play. 

Joyful at length he gain'd the fteepy height, 

And found the rift whence fprang the friendly light. 

And here he. ftopp'd to reft his wearied feet, 

And weigh the perils he had ftill to meet ; 

UnlheathM his trufty fwprd, £nd dealt his eyes 

With caution round him to prevent furprife \ 

Then fummon'd all the forces of his mind, 

And, entering boldly, caft his fears behind, 

Refolved to pufti his way, whate'er withftood, 

Or perifti bravely, as a monarch lhould. 

While he the wonders of the place furvey'd, 
And through the various cells at random ftray'd ; 

In 
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Jn a dark corner of the care he view'd 

Somewhat, that in the ihape of woman flood ; 

But more deform'd than dreams can reprefent 

The midnight hag, or poet's fancy paint . 

The Lapland witch, when fhe her broom beftrides, 

And fcatters ftorms and tempefts as {he rides. 

She look'd as nature made her to difgrace 

Her kind, and cail a blot on all the race i 

Her {hrivel'd (kin, with yellow {pots befmear'd, 

Like mouldy records feem'd j her eyes w«re blear'd j 

Hex feeble limbs with age and palfy {hook ; 

Bent was her body, haggard was her look. 

From the dark nook outcrept the filthy crone, 

And, propp'd upon her crutch, came tpttering on* 



The Prince In civil guife approached the Dame, 
Told her his piteous cafe, and whence he came. 
And till Aurora fl*ould the {hades expel, 
Implofed alodging in her friendly cell. 
— « Mortal, whoe'er thou art," the Fiend began, 
And, as fhe fpake, a deadly horror ran 
Through all his frame : his chedes the blood forfook, 
Chatter'd his teeth, his knees together ftruck. 
—r« Whoe'er thou art, that with prefumption rude 
** Darcft on our fatred privacy intrude, 
* c And whhout licence in our court appear, 

" Know, thou'rt the firft that ever enter'd here. * 

« But fince thpu plead'ft excufe, ihou'rt hither brought 
" Mpre by thy fortune than thy own, default, I 

"Thy .' 
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>u Thy crime, though great, an eafy pardon finds, 
€€ For mercy ever dwells in royal minds ; 
c « And would you learn from whofe indulgent hand 
cc You live, and in whofe awful prefence ftand, 
" Know farther, through yon wide extended plains 
" Great Eolus the King of Tempefts reigns, 
« c And in this lofty palace makes abode 
*« Well fuited to his ftate, and worthy of the God. 
M The various elements his empire own,\ 
** And pay their humble homage at his throne ^ 
« And hither all the ftorms arid clouds refort, 
» Proud to increafe the fplendour of his court. 
w His Queen am I, from whom the beauteous race 
*« Of winds arofe, fweet fruit of our embrace !" 
She fcarce had ended, when, with wild uproar 
And horrid din, her fons impetuous pour 
Around the cave ; came rulhing in amain 
Lybs, Eurus, Boreas, all the ^oift'rous train 5 
And, clpfe behind them, on a whirlwind rode 
In clouded majefty, the BJuft'ring God. 
Their locks a thoufand ways were blown about ; 
"Their cheeks like full blown bladders ftrutted out; 
Their boafting talk was of the feats they'd done, 
Of trees uprooted, and of towns o'erthrown ; 
And, when they kindly turn'd them to accoft 
The Prince, they almoft pierced him with their froft. 



The gaping h^g in fixM attention flood, 
^And at the clofe of every tale, cried — « Good !" — 

Bleffing 



74 



Bleffing with outftretch'd arms each datling fon, 

In due proportion to the mifchief done. 

■ — " And where," faid (he, " does little Zephyr ftray ? 

" Know ye, my fons, your brother's route to-day ? 

** In what bold deeds does he his hours employ ? 

« Grant heaven no evil has befalPn my boy ! 

" Ne'er was he known to linger thus before." — 

Scarce had (he fpoke, when at the cavern door 

Came lightly tripping in a form more fair 

Than the young poet's fond ideas are. 

When, fired with love, he tries his utmoft art 

To paint the beauteous tyrant of his heart. 



A fatin veft his (lender fhape confin'd, 
Embroider'd o'er with flowers of every kind, 
Flora's own work, when firft the goddefs ftrove 
To win the little wanderer to her love, 
Of burnifli'd filver were his fandals made ? 
Silver his buikins, and with gems o'erlaid ; 
A faffron-colour'd robe behind him flow'd, 
And added grace and grandeur as he trod. 
His wings, than lillies whiter to behold, 
Sprinkled with azure fpots, and ftreak'd with gold ; 
So thin their form, and of fo light a kind, 
That they for ever danced, and fluttered in the wind. 
Around his temples, with becoming air, 
In wanton ringlets curl'd his auburn hair, 
And o'er his fiioulders negligently fpread ; 
A wreath of fragrant rofes crownM his head. 



Such 



7S 



Such his attire ^ but O ! no pen can trace, 
No words can fliew the beauties of his face $ 

• » * 

So kind ! fo winning ! fo divinely fair ! 

Eternal youth and pleafure flourifh there 5 

There all the little JLoves and Graces meet, 

And every thing that's foft, and every thing that's fweet 



— " Thou vagrant," cried the Dame in angry tonej 
c< Where could'fl thou loiter thus fo long alone ? 
*« Little thou careft what anxious thoughts molest, 
«« What pangs are labouring in a mother's breaft. 
** Well do you (hew your duty by your hafte, 
w For thou, of all my fons, art always laft j 
« A child lefs fondled would have fled more fall. 
«« Sure 'tis a curfe on mothers, doom'd tp mourn, 
«« Where \>t& they love, the leaft and word return/* — 

— u My dear mama !" the gentle youth replied, 
And made a low obeifance, « ceafe to chide, 
€t Nor wound me with your words, for well you know 
« Your Zephyr bears a part in all your .woe ; 
« How great muft be his forrbw then to learn, 
« That he himfelf 's the caufe of your concern ! 
" Nor had I lpiter'd thus, had I been free, 
« But the fair Princefs of Felicity 
«« Intreated me to make fome fhbrt delay ;" 
« And, afk'd by her, who could refufe to ftay ? 



« Surrounded 
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« Surrounded by the damfels of her court, 
She fought the fliady grove, her loved refort \ 
" Frefli rofe the grafs, the flowers were mix'd between, 
€t Like rich embroidery on a ground of green, 
€t And in the midft, prote&ed by the (hade, 
cc A cryftal ftreaminwild meanders play'dj 
if While in its banks, the trembling leaves among, 
u A thoufand little birds in concert fung. 
" Clofe by a mount, with fragrant (hrubs o'ergrflwn, 
st On a cool mofly couch (he laid her down ; 
«* Her air, her pofture, all confpir'd to pleafe ; 
« Her head, upon her fnowy arm at eafe 
" Reclined, a itudied careleffnefs exprefs'd ; 
w Loofe lay her robe, and naked heaved her bread. 
" Eager I flew to that delightful place, 
€f And ppur'd a (hower of kifles on her face ; 
« Now hover'd o'er her neck, her breaft, her arms, 
€€ Like bees o'er flowers,, and tafted all her charms ; 
« And then her lips, and then her cheeks I tried, 
« And fann'd, and wanton'd round on every (jde. 
u — r ( O Zephyr,' cried the fair, < thou charming boy, 
" « Thy prefence only can create me joy ; 
« € To me thou art beyond expreflion dear, 
« ( Nor can I quit the place while thou art here.'— 
« Excufe my weaknefs, madam, when I fwear 
« Such gentle words, join'd with fa foft an air, 
« Pronounced fo fweetly from a mouth fo fair, 
c « Quite ravifli'd all my fenfe 5 florid I know 
« How long I (laid, or when or where $0 go, 



« Meanwhile 






77 



« Meanwhile the damfels, debonnair and gay, 
* Prattled around, and laugh'd the time away : 
« Thefe in foft notes addrefs'd the ravifh'd ear, 
" And warbled out fo fweet, 'twas heaven to hear j 
" And thofe in rings, beneath the greenwood {hade, 
" Danced to the melody their fellows made. 
« Some, ftudious of themfelves, employ'd their care 
" In weaving flowery wreaths to deck their hair ; 
« While others to fome favourite plant convey'd 
« Refrefhing (howers, and cheer'd its drooping head, 
«« A joy fo general fpread through all the place, 
w Such fatisfaftiori dwelt on every face, 
" The nymphs fo kind, fo lovely looked the queen, 
« That never eye beheld a fweeter fcene." 



Porfenna like a ftatuc fix'd appeared,- ^ , 

And, wrapp'd in filent wonder, gazed and heard \ 
Much he admired the fpeech, the fpeaker more, 
And dwelt on every word, and grieved to find it o'er. 
— " Oh gentle youth,'* he cried, « proceed to tell, 
« In what fair country does this prince fs dwell •, 
« What regions unexplored, what hidden coaft 
« Can fo much goodnefs, fo much beauty boaft ?"— i 



To whom the winged god, with gracious look, 
Numberlefs fweets diffufing while he fpoke, 
. Thus anfwer'd kind, — " Thefe happy gardens lie 
** Far hence removed, beneath a milder Iky ; 
•• Their name— the Kingdom of Felicity, 

" Sweet 



7» 



* 6wcct fccnes of endlefs blifs, enchanted ground, 

w A foil for ever fought, but feldom found ; 

f * Though in the fearch all human kind in vain 

*' Weary their wits, and wafte their lives in pain. 

fi In different parties different paths they tread, 

" As reafon guides them, or as follies lead \ 

** Thefe wrangling for the place they ne'er fhall fee, 

u Debating thofe, if fuch a place there be ; 

« But not the wifeft, nor .the beft, can fay 

« Where lies the point, or mark the certain way* 

« Some few, by Fortune favour'd for her fport, 

« Have fail'd in fight of this delightful port ; 

«< In thought already feized theblefs'd abodes, 

« And in their fond delirium rank'd with gods* 

" Fruitlefs attempt ! all avenues are kept 

" By dreadful foes, fentry that never flept. 

u Here fell Detraction darts her pois'nous breath 

« Fraught with a thoufand ftings, and fcatters death 5 

€€ Sharp-fighted Envy there maintains her poft, 

" And makes her flaming brand, and ftalks around the 

coaft. 
« Thefe on the helplefs bark their fury pour, 
" Plunge in the waves, or dafh againft the more ; 
" Teach wretched mortals they were doom'd to mourn, 
«• And ne'er mull reft but in the filent urn* 



« But fay, young Monarch, for what name you bear 
" Your mien, your drefs, your perfon, all declare ; 
« And though I feldom fan the frozen north, 
" Yet have I heard of brave Porfenna's worth. 

My 
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€€ My brother Boreas through the world has flown, 

€€ Swelling his breath to fpread forth your renown y 

<c Say, would you choofe to vifit tnis retreat, 

" And view the world where all thefe wonders meet ? 

M Wifh yeu fome friend o'er that tempeftuous fea 

«• To bear you fafe, behold that frind cin me, 

" My a£Uve wings {hall all their force employ, 

€€ And nimbly waft you to the realms of joy \ 

« As once, to gratify the God of Love, 

« I bore fair Pfyche to the Cyprian grove ; 

c< Or as Jove's bird, defcending from on high, 

" Snatch'd the young. Trojan trembling to the iky. 

" There perfect blifs thou may'ft for ever fhare, 

" 'Scaped from the bufy world, and all its care ; 

" There in the lovely princefs thou fhalt find 

« A miftrefs ever blooming, ever kind."— *• 

All ecftafy on air Porfenna trod, 

And to his bofom ftrain'd the little God : 

With grateful fentiments his heart o'erflowM, 

And in the warmeft words millions of thanks beftow'd. 



When Eolus in furlyhumom* broke 
Their ftricl: embrace, and th&s abruptly fpoke : 
— « Enough of compliment ; I hate the fport 
u Of meanlef* words : this is no human court, 
€€ Where plain and honeft are difcarded quite, 
" For the more modifh title of polite ; 
« Where iit foft fpeeches hypocrites impart 
« The venom'd ills that lurk beneath the heart ; 
« In friendfhip's holy guife their guilt improve, 
« And kindly kill with fpecipus fhew of love. 

*For 
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* For us,— my fubje£s arc not ufed to wait, 

" And wafte their hours to hear a mortal prate ; 

" They muft abroad before the fifing fun, 

w And hie r em to the feas : there's mifchief to be done. 

" Excufe my plainnefs, Sir, but bufinefs Hands, 

«* And we have ftorms and fliipwrecksori our hands."— 



He ended frowning, and the noify rout 
Each to his feveral cell went puffing Out. 
But Zephyr, far more courteous than the f eft> 
To his own bower convey'd the royal gueft j 
There, on a bed of rofes neatly laid, 
Beneath the fragrance of a myrtle flyade, 
His limbs to needful reft the Prince applied, 
His fweet companion Cumbering by his fide* 
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No fooner in her fdvsr chariot rofe 
The ruddy Morn, than, fated with repofe, 
The Prince addrefs'd hia hoft j the God awoke, 
And leaping from his couch, thus kindly fpoke : 
— « This eariy call, my lord, that chides my flay, 
« Requires my thanks, and I with joy otjey* 
" Like you, I long to reach the blifsful coaft, 
« Hate the flow night, and mourn the moments loft. 

"The 



8l 



** The bright Rofinda, lovelieft of the fair 

<c That crowd the Princefs' court, demands my care ; . 

c < E'en now with fears and jealoufies o'erborne 

" Upbraids, and calls me cruel and forfworn. 

« What fweet rewards on ail my toils attend, 

" Serving at once my miftrefs and my friend ! 

cc Jufl to my love and to my duty too, 

u Well paid in her, well pleafed in pleafing you."— 

This faid, he fed him to the cavern gate, 

And ciafp'd him in his arms, and poised his weight ; 

Then, balancing his body here and there, 

Stretch'd forth his agile wings, and launch'd in air; 

Swift as the fiery meteor from on high 

Shoots to its goal, and gleams athwart the fly. 

Here with quick fan his lab'ring pinions play * 

There glide at eafe along the liquid way*: 

Now lightly fkim the plain with even flight ; 

Now proudly foar above the mountain's height 

Spiteful Detra&ion, whofe envenom'd hate 
Sports with the fufferings of the good and great, 
Spares not our Prince, but with opprobrious fneef 
Arraigns him of the heinous fin of fear ; 
That he, fo tried in arms, whofe very name 
Infufed a fecret panic where it came, 
E'en he, as high above the clouds he flew, 
And fpied the mountains lefs'ning to the view, 
Nought round him but the wide expanded air, 
Helplefs, abandon'd to a ftripKng's care, 
Struck with the rapid whirl, and dreadful height, 
Confefs'd fome faint alarm, fome little fright. 

VOL. II. C The 
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The friendly God, who inftantly divined . 9 
The terror* that poflefs'd his fellow's mind, 
TV>" calm his troubled thoughts, and cheat the way), 
Defcribed the nations that beneath them lay, 
The name, the climate, and the foil's increafe, 
Their arms in war, their government in peace ; 
Shew'd their domeftic arts, their foreign trade, 
What intereft they purfued, what leagues they made. 
The fweet difcourfe fo charm'd Porfenna's ear, 
That, loft in joy, he had no time for fear- 

From Scandinavia's cold inclement waffe 
O'er wide Germania's various realms they pafs'd, 
And now on Albion's fields fufpend their toil, 
And hover for awhile, and blefsthe foil. 
O'er the ^gay foene the Prince delighted hung, 
And gazed in rapture, and forgot his tongue ; 
Till burfting forth at length : — *« Behold," cried he, 
«< The promifed ifle, the land I long'd to fee ; 
«' Thofe plains, thofe vales, and fruitful hills, declare 
" My queen, my charmer muft inhabit there." — 
Thus ^aved' the Monarch, and the gentle Guide, 
Pleafed with his error, thus in fmUes replied : 



— " I muft applaud, my lord, the lucky thought j 
" E'en I, .who know th' original, am caught, 
« And doubt my fenfes,. when I view the draught 
« The flow-afcending hill, the lofty wood 
w That mantles o'er its brQw, the filver flood 
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<c Wand'ring in mazes through the flow'ry mead, 

u The herd that in the plenteous paftures feed, - 

" And every objeft, every fcene, excites 

u Frefh wonder in my foul, and fills with new delights : 

« Dwells cheerful Plenty thefe, and learned Eafe, 

€€ And Art with Nature feems at ftrife to pleafe. 

«« There Liberty, delightful goddefs, reigns, 

* c Gladdens each heart, and gilds the fertile plains ; 

w There, firmly feated, may fhe ever fmile, 

« And fhower her bleflings o'er her favourite ifle ! 

« But fee, the rifling fun reproves our ftay." — 

He faid, and to the ocean wing'd his way, 

Stretching his courfe to climates then unknown, 

Nations that fwelter in the burning zone. 

There, in Peruvian vales, a moment ftaid, 

And fmoqth'd his wings beneath the citron {hade ; 

Then fwift his qary pinions plied again, 

Crofs'd the new world, and fought the Southern main j. 

Where, many a wet and weary league o'erpaft, 

The wifli'd-for Paradife appeared at laft. 



With force abated, now they gently fweep 
O'er the fmooth furface of the mining deep ; 
The Dryads hail'd them from the diftant fhore, 
The Nereids play'd around, the Tritons fwam before, 
While foft Favonius their arrival greets, 
And breathes his welcome in* a thoufand fweets. 



Nor pale difeafe, nor health-confuming care, 
Nor wrath, nor foul reverige, can enter there ; 

G 2 No 



ft 



No vapoured foggy gloom imbrowna die iky ? 

No tempefts rage, no angry lightnings fly ; 

But dews, and foft rcf refhiflg airs are founds 

And pure ethereal azure fliines ardund. 

Whate'er the fweet Sabaeaft foil can boaft, 

Or Mecca's plains, or India's fpicy coaft ; 

What Hybia's hilk, or rich (EbahVs fields. 

Or flowery vale of famed Hymettus yields ; 

Or what of old th' Hefperian orchard graced, 

All that was e'er delicious to the tafte, 

Sweet to the fmell, or lovely to the view, 

Collected there Vith added beauty grew. 

High tow'ring to the Heavens the trees arc feerr, 

Their bulk immenfe, their leaf for ever green ; 

So clofely interwove, the tell-tale fan 

Can ne'er defcry the deeds beneath them done* 

But where by fits the fportive gales divide 

Their tender tops, and fan the leaves afide. 

Like a fmooth carpet, at their feet Ke& fpread 

The matted grafs, by bubbling fountains fed $ 

And on each bough the feathered choir employ 

Their melting notes, and nought-is he?rd but joy* 

The painted flowers exhale a rich perfume; 

The fruits are mingled with eternal bloom, 

And Spring and Autumn hand in hand appear, 

Lead on the merry months, and join to clothe the year. 

Here, o'er the mountain'* (haggy fummit poured, 

From rock to rock the tumbling torrent joar'd, 

While beauteous Iris in the vale below 

Paints on the riling fumes her radiant bow. 
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Now through the meads the mazy current ftray'd, 

Now hid its wand'rings in the myrtle fhade j 

Or in a thoufand veins divides its (tore, 

Vifits each plant, refrefhes ev'ry flow'r j 

O'er gems and golden fands in murmurs flows, 

And fweetly foothes the loul, and lulls to foft repofe* 

If hunger call, no fooner can the mind 
Exprefs her will to needful food inclin'd, 
But in fome cool recefs, or op'ning glade. 
The feats are placed, the tables neatly laid, 
And inftantly convey'd by magic hand 
In comely rows the coftly difhes ttand ; 
*M eats of all kinds that nature can impart, 
Prepared in all the niceft forms of art. 
A troop of fprightly nymphs array'd in green, 
With flow'ry chaplets crown'd, come fcudding in ; 
With fragrant blofToms thefe adorn the feaft, 
Thofe with officious zeal attend the gueft > 
Beneath his feet the filken carpet fpread, 
Or fprinkle liquid odours o'er his head. 
Others in ruby cups with rofes bound, 
Delightful ! deal the fparkling ne&ar round ; 
Or weave the dance, or tune the vocal lay ; 
The lyres refound, the merry minftrels play ; 
Gay health, and youthful joys o'erfpread the place, 
And fwell each heart, and triumph h> each face. 
So, when embolden'd by the vernal air, 
^he bufy bees to blooming fields repair ; 
For various ufe employ their chymic power ; 
One culls the fnowy .pounce, one fucks the flower ; 
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Again to different works returning home, 
Some * fteeve the honey, fome ere£t the comb ; 
All for the general good in concert ftrive, 
And every foul's in motion, every limb's alive. 

• 

And now defcending from his flight, the God 
On the green turf releafed his precious load > 
There, after mutual falutations pad, 
And endlefs friendfhip vow'd, they part in hafte ; 
Zephyr impatient to behold his love, 
The Prince in raptures wand'ring through the grove ; 
Now fkipping on, and finging as he went, 
Now flopping fhort to give his tranfports vent \ 
With fudden gufls of h^ppinefs opprefs'd, 
Or ftands entranced, or raves like one poflefs'd \] 
His mind afloat, his warid'ring fenfes quite 
O'ercotne with charms, and frantic with delight ; 
From fcene to fcene by random fteps convey'd, 
Admires the diftant views, explores the fecret made, 
Dwells on each fpot, with eager eye devours 
The woods, the lawns, the buildings, and the bowers \ 
New fweets, new joys at every glance arife^ 
J^xid every turn creates a frefh furprife. 



Clofe by the borders of a rifing wood^ 
In a green vale & cryftal grotto flood ; 
And o'er its fide, beneath a beechen fliade, 
In broken falls a filver fountain play'd. 



•'Or ftive, #ipant>, 
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Hither, attraded by the murmuring ftream, 
And cool recefs, the pleafed Porfenna came, 
And on the tender grafs reclining chofe 
Xo 'wave his joys awhile, and take a fhort repofe. 
The fcene invites him, and the wanton breeze 
That whifpers through the vale, the dancing trees, 
The warbling bftds, and rills that gently creep, 
All join their mufic to prolong In" s fleep.. 



The Princefs for her morning walk prepared ; 
The female troops attend, a beauteous guard. 
Array'd in all h€r charms appearM the fair ; 
Tall was her ftature, unconfin'd her air ; 
Proportion deck'd her limbs, and in her face 
Lay love inflirined, lay fweet attra&ive grace 
Temp'ring the awful beams her eyes convey'd, 
And like a lambent flame around her play'd. 
No foreign aids, by mortal ladies worn, 
From fhells and rocks her artlefs charms adorn ; 
For grant that beauty were by gems increafed, 
Tis renderVl more fufpe&ed at the leaft ; 
And foul defe&s, that would efcape the fight, 
Start from the piece, and take a ftronger light. 
Her chefnut hair in carelefs rings around ' 

Her temples waved, with pinks and jefs*mine crown'd, 
And, gather'd in a filken cord behind, 
Curl'd to the waift, and floated in the wind ; 
O'er thefe a veil of yellow gauze (he wore, 
With amaranths and gold embroider'd o'er. 
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Her Inowy neck half naked to the view 
Gracefully fell ; a robe of purple hue 
Hung loofely o'er her tender fliape, and tried 
To {hade thofe beauties, that it could not hide, 



The damfels of her train with mirth and fo#g 
Frolic behind, and laugh and fport along. 
The birds proclaim their Queen from ev'ry tree j 
The beafts run friflring through the groves to fee v 
The Loves, the Pleafures, and the Graces meet 
In antic rounds, and .dance before her feet. 
But whate'er fancy led, it chanced that day J 
They through the fecret valley took their way, 
And to the cryftal grott advancing fpied 
The Prifice, extended by the fountain's fide. 

He look'd as, by fooie fkilful hand expjefs'^, , 
Apollo's youthful form retired to reft ; 
When with the chafe fatigued he quits the wop^ 
For Pindus' vale, and Aganippe's flood \ 
There fleeps fecure, his carelefs limbs difplay'4 
At eafe, encircled by tfye laurel {hade ; 
Beneath his head his foeaf of arrows lie> 
His bow unbent hangs negligently by. 
The flumb'ring Prince might boaft an equal grace, 
So turn'd his limbs, fo beautiful his face. 

Waking, he ftarted from the ground in hafte, 
And faw the beauteous choir around him placed $ 
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Then) fummoning his fenfes, ran to meet 
f JTie Queen, and laid him humbly at her feet. 
* — « Deign, lovely Princefs, to behold," faid he, 
♦f One ? who has trayerfed all the world to fee 
« ThQ^e charms, an4 worfliip thy divinity : 
« Accept thy flave, and with a gracious fmile 
« ExcufeTiis rafenefs, and reward his toil." — 
'{Stood motionlefs the fair, with mute furprife, 
And read him oyer with admiring eyes, $ 
And while {he ftedfaft gazed, a pleafing (mart 
Ran thrilling through her veins, and reach'd her heart* 
Each limb fee fcann'd, confider'd every grace. 
And fagely judged him of the phoenix* race 5 
An animal like this fhe ne'er had known, 
And thence concluded there could be butpne ; 
The creature too had all the phoenix' air ; 
None but the phoenix could appear fo fair. 
The more fee look'd, the more (he thought it true, 
And call'd him by that name, to feew fee knew. 



O handfome Phoenix, for that fuch you arc 
f c We know ; your beauty does your breed declare 1 
?« And I with forrow own through all my coaft 
" No other bird can fuch perfection boaft \ 
*< For Nature form'd you {ingle and alone, 
" Alas ! what pity 'tis there is but one ! 
«* Was there a queen fo fortunate to feew 
" An aviary of charming birds like you, 
«« What envy would her happinefs create 
f « In all who faw the glories of her ftste !" — 
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The Prince laugh'd inwardly, furprifed to find 
So ftrange a fpcech, fo innocent a mind. 
The compliment indeed did fome offence 
To reafon, and a little wrong'd her fenfe ; 
He could not let it pafs, but told his name, 
And what he was, and whence, and why he came j 
Arid hinted other thing? of high concern 
For him to mention, and for her to learn 5 
And fhe 'ad a piercing wit, of wond'rous reach 
To comprehend whatever he could teach. 
Thus hand in hand they to the palace walk, 
Pleafed and inftru&ed with each other's talk. 



Here fhould*! tell the furniture's expence, 
And all the ftru&ure's vaft magnificence, 
Defcribe the walls of mining iapphire made, 
With emerald and pearl the floors inlaid, 
And how the vaulted canopies unfold 
A mimic heaven, and flame with gems and gold j 
Or how Felicity regales her gueft, 
The wit, the mirth, the mufic, and the feaft 5 
And on each part beftow the praifes due, 
»T would tire the writer, and the reader too. 
My amorous tale a fofter path purfues : 
Love and the happy pair demand my Mufe. 
O could her art in equal terms exprefs 
The lives they lead, the pleafures they poflefs ! 
Fortune had ne'er fo plenteoufly Defore 
Beftow'd her gifts, nor can {he lavifli more. 
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*Tis heaven itfelf, 'tis ecftacy of blifs, 
Uninterrupted joy, untired excefs ; \ 

Mirth following mirth the moments dance away j 
Love claims the night, and friendfhip rules the day. 



Their tender care no eold indifference knows 5 
No jealoufies difturh their fweet repofe 5 
No ficknefs, no decay ; but youthful grace, 
And conftant beauty mines in either face. 
Benumbing age may mortal charms invade, 
Flowers of a day, that do but bloom and fade 5 
Far different here — on them it only blows 
The lily's white, and fpeads the blufhing rofe ; 
No conqueft o'er thofe radiant eyes can boaft ; 
ffriey, like the ftars„ mine brighter in its froft 5 
Nor fear its rigour, nor its rule obey j 
All feafons are the fame, and every month is May, 



Alas ! how vain is nappinefs below ! 
Man, foon or late, mult have his fhare of woe ; 
Slight are his joys, and fleeting as the wind $ 
His griefs wound home, and leave a fling behind. 
His lot diftinguifh'd from the brute appears 
Lefs certain by his laughter than his tears ; 
For ignorance too oft our pleafure breeds, 
But forrow from the reafoning foul proceeds, # 

If man on earth in endlefs blifs could be, 
^JThe boon, young Prince, had been beftow'd on thee. 

Bright 
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Bright (hone thy ftars, thy fortune flourifli'd fair, 
And feem'd fecure beyond the reach of care, 
And fo might ftili have been, but anxiou$ thought 
Has dafh'd thy cup, and thou mud tafte the draifght* 



It fobefel : as on a certain day 
This happy couple toy'd their time away, 
He afk'd how many charming hQurs were flown, 
Since on her flave her heaven of beauty (hone. 
— «* Should I cpnfuk my heart/* cried he, « the rate 
•* Were fmall, a week would be the utmoft date : 
tt But when my mind refle&s on adlions paft, 
» And counts its joy§, time muft have fled more faft ; 
u Perhaps I might have faid, three months are gone/'*- 
— « Three months !" replied the fair, « three month% 

alone ! 
** Know that three hundred years have roIPd away, 
*« Since at my feet the lovely Phoenix lay." — 
— « Three hundred years I" re-echo'd back the Prince, 
«* A whole three hundred years completed fince 
« I landed here ! O ! whither then are flown 
" My deareft friends, my fubje&s, and my throne ? 
«« How ftrange, alas J how altered fhall I find 
« Each earthly tiling, each fcene I left behind ! 
** Who knows me now ? on whom (hall I depend 
« To gain my rights ? where fhall I find a friend ? 
«• My crown, perhaps, may grace a foreign line, 
«< A race of kings, that knows not me* nor mine ; 
" Who reigns may wi(h my death, his fubje&s treat 
«« My cl.uin with fcorn, and call their Prince a cheat. 
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« Oh had my life been ended as begun ! 

M My deftined ftage, my race of glory run, 

" I fhould have died well pleafed 5 my honoured name 

" Had lived, had flburiih'd in the lift of fame ; 

u Refle&ing now, my mind with horror fees 

w The fad fuilrey, a fcene of fhameful eafe, 

" The odious blot, the fcandal of my race, 

** Scarce known, and only mention'd with difgrace." — • 



The Fair beheld him with impatient eye, 
And rgd with anger ftiade this warm reply. 
— €t Ungrateful man ! is this the kind return 
" My love deferves ? and can you thus with fcorn 
u Reje£t what once you prized, what once you fwor© 
** Surpafs'd all charms, and made e'en glory poor ? 
w What gifts have I beftow'd, what favours fhewn ! 
u Made you partaker of my bed and throne •, 
u Three centuries preferred in youthful prime, 
a Safe from the rage of death and injuries of time* 
u Weak arguments ! for glory reigns above 
u The feeble ties of gratitude and love. 
a /I urge them not, nor would requeft your ftajpj 
u The phantom glory calls, and I obey ; 
*' All other virtues are regardlefs quite, 
w Sunk and abforb'd in that fuperior light. 
" Go then, barbarian, to thy realms return, 
" And (hew thy felf unworthy my concern j 
cc Go tell the world, your tender heart could give 
« Death to the Princeli, by whole care you live." — 
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At this a deadly pale her cheeks o'erfpread, 
Cold trembling feized her limbs, her fpirits fled ; 
She funk into his arms ; the Prince was moved, 
Felt all her griefs, for (till he greatly loved* 
He figh'd, he wifli'd he could forget his throne, 
Confine his thoughts, and live for her alone ; 
But glory (hot him deep, the venom'd dart 
"Was fix'd within, and rankled at his heart ; 
He could not hide its wounds, but pined away 
Like a fick flower, and languifh'd in decay. 
An age no longer like a month appears, 
But every month becomes a hundred years. 

Felicity was grieved, and could not bear 
A fcene fo changed, a fight of fo much care. 
She told him with a look of cold difdain, 
And feeming eafe, as women well can feign, 
He might depart at will ; a milder air 
Would mend his health ; he was no prifoner there ; 
She kept him not, and wifiYd he ne'er might find 
Caufe to regret the place he left behind \ 
Which once he loved, and where he ftill muft own 
He had at leaft fome little pleafure known* 



If thefe prophetic words awhile deftroy 
His peace, the former balance it in joy. 
He thank'd her for her kind concern, but chofe 
To quit the place, the reft let heaven difpofe. 
For Fate, on mifchiefs bent, perverts the will, 
And firft infatuates whom it means to kill. • 
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Aurora now, not, as (he wont to rife, 
In gay attire tinged with a thoufand dies, 
But fober-fad in folemn ftate appears, 
Clad in a dufky veil bedew'd with tears. 
Thick mantling clouds beneath her chariot fpread, 
A faded wreath hangs drooping from her head. 
The fick'riing fun emits a feeble ray, 
Half drown'd in fogs, and Struggling into day. 
Some black event the threat'ning fldes foretell \ 
Porfenna rofe to take his laft farewell. 
A curious veft the mournful Princefs brought, 
And armour by the Lemnian artift wrought j 
A mining lance with fecret virtue ftored, 
And of refiftlefs force a magic fword ; 
Caparifons and f^ms of woncProus price, 
And loaded him with gifts and good advice ; 
But chief (he gave, and what he moft would need, 
The fleeted of her ftud, a flying deed. 
— « The fwift Grifippo," faid th' afflifted fair, 
(Such was the courier's name) ( < with fpeed fhall bea?> 
tc And place you fafely in your native air 5 
" Aflift againft the foe, with matchlefs might 
" Ravage the field, and turn the doubtful fight ; 
" With care protefk you till the danger ceafe, 
u Your truft in war, your ornament in peace. ' 
" But this, I warn, beware ; whate'er fhall lay 
" To intercept your courfe, or tempt your ftay, 
" Quit not your faddte, nor your fpeed abate, 
" Till fafely landed at your palace gate. 
w On this alone depends your weal or woe % 
« Such is the will of Fate, and fo the Gods forefliew."— 
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He in the fofteft tefms prepaid her love* 
And vow'd, nor age, nor abfence, fliould {emovfe 
His conftant faith, and fure fhe could not blame 
A fhort divorea due to his injur'd fame* 
The debt difcharged, then &ould her foldier come 
Gay from the field, and flufh'd with eonqueft, home $ 
With equal ardour her affe£Hon meet, 
And lay his laurels at his miftref^ feet* 
He ceafed, and fighing took a kind adieu ; 
Then urged his fteed ; the fierce Grifippo flew ; 
With rapid force outftripp'd the lagging wind, 
And left the blifsful fhores, and weeping fair behind ; 
Now o'er the feas purfued his airy flight, 
Now fcower'd the plains, and climb^ the mountain's 
height. 



Thus driving on at fpeed the Prince had run 
Near half his courfe, when, with the fetting fun, 
As through a lonely lane he chanced to ride, 
With rocks and buflies fenced on either fide, 
He fpied a waggon full of wings, that lay 
Broke and o'erturn'd acrofs the narrow way. 
The helplefs driver on the dirty road 
Lay ftruggling, crufli'd beneath the incumbent load* 
Never in human fhape was feen before 
A wight fo pale, fo feeble, and fo poor, 
Comparifonsof age would do him wrong, 
For Neftor's felf, if placed by him, were young. 
His limbs were naked all, and worn fo thin, 
The bones feem'd darting through the parchment ikin, 
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His eyes half drown'd in rheum, his accents weak, 
Bald was feis head, and furrow'4 was his cheek* 



The confeious fteed flopped Qiort in deadly fright, 
And back recoiling ftretch'd his wings for flight. 
When thus the wretch with fupplicating tope, 
And rueful face, began his piteous moan> 
And, as he fpake, the tears ran trickling down. 
— " O gentle youth, if pity e'er inclin'd 
" Thy foul to generous deeds, if e'er thy mind 
" Was touch'd with foft diftrefs, extend thy care 
" To &ve an old man's life, and eafe the load I bear. 
*« So may propitious heaven your journey fpeed, 
cc Prolong your days, and all your vows fucceed# M 



Moved with the prayer the kind Porfenna (laid, 
Too nobly-minded to refufe his aid, 
And, prudence yielding to fuperior grief, 
Leap'd from his fteed, and ran to his relief ; 
Removed the weight, and gave the prifoner breath, 
Juft choak'd, and gafping on .the vferge of death. 
Then reach'd his hand, when lightly with a bound 
The grizly Speftre, vaulting from the ground, 
Seized him with fudden gripe, th f aftonifti'd Prince 
Stood horror Jlruck, and thoughtlefs of defence. 

• • * 

— « O King of Ruflia," with a thundering found 
Bellowed the ghaftly Fiend, « at length thou'rt found, 
vol. ii. H " Receive 
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<c Receive the t uler df mankind, and knoMr, 

« My name fe : T»ne, thy* ever dreaded foe. * 

* € r ITiefe feet are founderM, and the wings you fee 

" Worn td the pinions in purfuit of thee ; 

" Througn all the world in vain for ages fought, 

" But Fate has dooni'd thee now, and thou art caught. 

Ttien round His heck nis ai*ms fie nimbly caft, 

And feized him by the throat, and grafp'd him faft ; 

Till forced at length the foul forfook its feat, 

And the pale breathlefa corfe fell bleedings at' his feet* 



» 



Scarce had> the curfed fpoiler left his prey, 
When,Io it chanced,, young Zephyr pafe'd that way ; 
Too late his prefence to aflift his friend, 
A fad, but helplefs witnefs of his end. 
He chafes, and fans, and ftrives in vain to cure 
His ftreaming wounds •> the work was done too fure. 
Now lightly with a foft embsace uprears 
The lifelefs load, and bathes it m his tears ; 
Then to the blifsful feats with fpeed conveys* 
And graceful on the mofly carpets lays 
With decent care, d'ofc by the fountain'^ (ufe y 
Where firfl the Prmcefs had her Phoenix fpied^ 
There with fweet flowers his lovely limbs he ftrew'd, 
And gave a parting kifs, arid fighs and tears beftow'd. 



To that fad folitude the weeping Dame, 
Wild with her lofs, and fwoln with forrow, came. 

There 
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There Was fhe wont to vent her griefs, and mourn 
Thofe dear delights that mail no more return. 
Thither that morn with more than ufual care 
She fped, but oh what joy to find Kim there ! j 
As juft arrived, and weary with the way, 
Retired to foft repofe her Hero lay. 
Now near approaching (he began to creep 
With careful ftepa, loth to difturb his deep ; 
Till quite o'crdome with tendernefs {he flew, 
And round his neck her arms in tranfport threw* 
But, 'when fhe found him dead, no tongue can tell 
The pangs fhe felt ; fhe fhriek'd, and fwooning fell. 
Waking, with loud laments fhe pierced the ikies, 
And filTd th* affrighted foreft with her cries. 
That fatal hour the palace gates fhe barr'd, 
And fix'd around the coaft a ftronger guard : - 
Now rare appearing, and at diftance feen, . 
With crowds of black misfortunes placed between y 
Mifchiefsof every kind, corroding care, 
And fears, and jealoufies, and dark defpair. . 
And fince that day (the wretched world malt own 
Thefe mournful truths by fad experience known) 
No mortal e'er enjoy'd that happy clime, 
And every thing on earth fubmits to Time r 
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**mmmmumm^m~—mam~mm*m»mmmmmmMmmm~+i* 



THE FATAL SISTERS, 



fk<m TJffc NORSE T6»GtJE....~...GRitYV 



to be found in the Orcades ofThorinodus Torf<zus> tiafniat* 
*(>97> feko} and sdfo in Bartholin™ : 

Vitt er orpk fyrir valfalli, &c. 

In" the eleventh tentwj Sigurd, Earl of the Orkney IJtandsy. 
went with a 'fleet ofjbips and * tmjiderable body of troops 
into Ireland, fo the ajjftfidnce of Sictryg with the filken 
ieard, who was then making war on his father-in-law> 
Brian, King of Dttblin : the Earl and all his forces were 
cut to pieces, and Sictryg Was in danger of a total defeat * 
but the enemy had a greater lofs in tbe death of Brian their 
king, who fell in the aclion. On Chri/tmas-day (the day 
of the battle), a native of* Scotland faw, at a difiance, a 
number of perfons on horfeback riding full fpeed towards a 
hilly andfeeming to enter it. Curiofity led him to follow 
them, till looking through an opening in the rocks, he faw 
twelve gigantic figures refembling women : they were all 
employed about a loom ; and as they wove, they fung the 

following 
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following dreadful %png; which } when they had fnj/bed 9 

they tore the web into twelve pieces > and (each taking her 

portion) galloped fx to the norths and as many to thefouth. 

Thefe 'mere the Valkyrfur, female divinities, fervants of 

Odin (or Woden) in the Gothic mythology. Their name 

figntfies Choofers of the Slain. They were mounted on 

fivift horfes, with drawn /words in their hands ; and in 

the throng of battfe felecled fitch as were deflined tojlaugh- 

ter y and conduced them to Valhalla , the hall of Odin f or 

]?aradife of the Brave f where they attended the banquet 9 

awl fervedthe departed heroes with horns of mead and ale. 
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Now the ftorm begins to lower, 
(Kajke, the loom of hell prepare,) 

Jron-Jleet of arrowy ftiower 
HiV tics in the darken' 4 air. 

Glittering knees are the loom/ 
Where the dufky warp we ftrafci, 

Weaving many a Jbldiex's doom, 
Orkney's woe, find Kandver's bfrne« 

See the grifly texture grow ! 

(Tis of human entrails made) 
And the weights, that play below, 

Each a gafping warrior's head. 



Shafts 
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Shafts for (huttles* dipp'd iti gore, 
Shoot the trembling cords along. 

Sword) that once a monarch bore, 
Keep the tiffue clofe and ftrong, 

Mifta, black terrific Maid, 

§angri4a, and Hilda, fee ! 
Join the wayward work to aid \ 

'Tis the yroof of viQory* 

* 

Ere the ruddy fun be fet, 

Pikes muft (hiver, javelins fing," 

Blade with clattering buckler meet* 
Hauberk craih, and helmet ring, 

» 

(Weave the crimfon web of war) 
Let us go, and let us fly, l 

Where our friends the confliQ: (hare, 
Where they triumph, where they die* , % 

As the paths of Fate we tread, 

Wading through th* enfanguined field, 
Gondula, and Geira, fpread 

O'er the youthful King your fhield. 

4 

We the reins to (laughter give, 
Ours to kill, and ours to fpare 5 

Spite of danger he (hall live. 

(Weave the crimfon web of war.) 



They, 
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They, wliom once the defert 'beach 
Pent within its bleak domain, 

Soon their ample fway (hall ftretch 
O'er the plenty of the plain. 

Low the dauntlefs Earl is laid, 

Gored with many a gaping wound : 

Fate demands a nobler head *, 

Soon a King {hall bite the ground. 

&ong hi§ iot$ (hall Eirin * weep, 
Ne'er again his likenef? fee ; 

iLong her {trains in forrpw fteep : 
Strain? of immortality i 

e 

Horror covers all the heath, 
Clouds of carnage blot the fun. 

lifters, weave the web of death.— 
.Sifters^ ceafe : the work is done. 

Hail the talk, and h^il the hands f 
Songs of joy and triumph fing ! 

Joy , to the victorious bands ; 

Triumph to the younger King f 

Mortal, thou *hat hear'ft the tale, 
Learn the tenour of our fong. 

Scotland, through each winding vale 
Ear and wide the notes prolong. 



• Ireland. 



Sifters, 



/ 
• 
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Sifters, hence frith fpurs of fpeed : 
Each her, thundering faukhkm wield : 

Each beftridc her fable deed. 
Hurry, hurry to the field. 



i 
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No. XLIIL 



THE DESCENT OF ODIN. 



VKOU THE NORSE TONCDE.......GRAT. 



« 

*he original is to be found in BarthoTmus> de caufis con* 
tetnnendcc mortis ,- Hqfmae, 1689, 9^ ar ^°* 

UpreU Odion allda gavtr, &c. 



Uprose the King of Men with fpeed, 
And faddled ftraight his coal-black fteed : 
Down the yawning deep he rode, 
That leads to Hela's drear abode. * 
Him the Dog of Darlcnefs fpied ; 
His (haggy throat he open'd wide, 
While from his jaws, with carnage fill'd, 
Foam and human gore diftill'd : 



Hoarfe 



* Niftheimr, the Hell of the Gothic nation*, con lifted of nine 
worlds, to which were devoted all fwch as died of ficknefs, old age, 
or by any other means than in battle. Over it prefided Hela, the 
Goddefs of Death. 
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Hoarfc he bays wMi hideous din, 
Eyes that glow, and fangs that grin 5 . 
And long purfues, with fruMefs yell, 
The Father of the powerful fpell. 
Onward ftill his way he takes, 
(The groaning earth beneath him (hake?,) 
Till full before his fearlefe eyes 
The portals nine of Hell ariife, 



Right againft the eaftern gate, 
By the moff-grown pile, he fate 5 
Where long of yore to fleep was lai4 
The duft of the prophetic Maid. 
Facing to the northern clime, 
Thricehe traced the Runic rhyme ; 
Thrice pronounced, in accents dread, 
The thrilling verfe that wakes the dead ; 
Till from out the hollow ground 
Slowly breathed a fallen found. 



PROPHETESS. 

What call unknown, what chirms, prefume 

To break the quiet of the tomb ? 

Who thus affiids my troubled fprke, 

And drags me from the realms of night ? 

Long on thefe mouldering bones have beat 

The winter's fnow, the fummer's heat, 

The drenching dews, and driving rain ! 

Let me, let me fleep again. 

Who 
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Who is he, wiffc voice unblefeVj 
Calls me from the b$d of reft ? 



ODIN. 

A traveller, to thee unknown, 

Js he that calls, a warrior's fon. 

Thou the deeds of light (halt know 5 

TTeJl me what is dpne below, 

Jpr whom yon glitfring board is fpread; 

Drefs'd for whom yon golden bed ? 



PROPHETESS. 

Mantling in the goblet fee 
The pure bev'rage of the bee ; 
O'er it hangs the fhield of gold 5 
'Tis the drink of Balder bold : 
Balder 9 ? head to death is given. 
Pain can reach the Sons of Heaven I 
Unwilling I my lips undofe : 
Leave me, leave me to repofe, 

ODIN. 

Once again my call obey. 
Prpphetefs, arife, and fay, 
What dangers Odin's child awaitj 
Who the author of his fate h 



PROPHETESS. 
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PROPHETESS, 



In Hpdef $ hand the Hero's doom i 
His brother fends him to the tomb* 
Now my weary lips I ciofe : 
Leave me, leave me to repofe. 



oihn, 

Prophetefs, my fpell obey, ' 

Once again arife, and fay, 

Who th' Avenger of his guilt, 

By whom (hall Hoder's blood be £pH% £ 

PROPHETESS, 

In the caverns of the weft, 
By Odin's* fierce embrace compvefs'd^ 
A wdhd'rous boy fhall Rinda bear, 
Who ne'er (hall comb his raven-hair, 
Nor waft his vifage in the ftream, 
Nor fee the fun's departing beam, 
Till he on Hoder's corfe (hall fmilc# 
Flaming on the funeral pile. 
Now my weary lips | clofe, 
Leave me, leave me to repofe. 

ODIN, 

Yet awhile my call obey ; 
Prophetefs, awake, and fay, 



What 
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What Virgins thefe, in fpeechlcfs wx>e, 
That bend to earth their folemn brow, 
That their flaxen trefies tear, 
And fnowy veils that float in air. 
Tell me whence their forrows rofe : 
Then I leave thee to repofe. 

PROPHETESS. 

Ha f no Traveller art thou, 
King of Men, I know thee now j 
Mightieft of a mighty line——- ^ 

ODIN. 

No boding Maid of {kill divine 
Art thou, nor Prophetefs of good ; 
But mother of the giant-bjood ! 

PROPHETESS. 

Hie thee hence, and boaft at home, 

That never (hall enquirer come 

To break my iron fleep again : 

Till Lok * has burft his ten-fold chain j 

Never, 



* Lok is the Evil Being, who continues in chains till the Twi- 
light of the Gods approaches; when he /hall break his bonds; the 
human race, the ftars, and fun, (hall difappear 5 the earth fink in 
the Teas, and fire confume the Ikies : even Odin hiaifelf, and his 
kindred deities, (hall perifti. For a further explanation of this my- 

thology 
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Never, till fubftanrial Night 
Has reaflumed her ancient right j 
Till wrapp'd in flames, in ruin hurl'd, 
Sinks the fabric of the world. 



thology, fee « Introdu&ibn a THiftoire de Dannemarc, par M. 
Mallet,** i755> quart© j or rather a tranflation of it publiihed in 
1770, and entitled, «« Northern Antiquities j" in which fome mif- 
takesin the original are judicioufly corrected. 
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No, XLIV. 



THE WITCH OF WOKEY. 



BR. HARRINGTON* 



mt 



Wokey-hole is a noted cavern in Somerfet/hire, which has 
given birth to as many wild fanciful fories as the Sybils 
Cave> in Italy. Through a very narrow entrance^ it 
opens into a very large vault , the roof whereof either on 
-account of its height \ or thethtcknefs of the gloom> cannot be 
dij covered by the light of torches. It goes winding a great 
way under ground^ is croft by a fir earn of very cold 
. water y and if all horrid with broken pieces of rock : many 
of thefe are evident petrifaBions s which ^ on account of 
their ftngular forms > have given rife to the fables- alluded 
to in this poem. 



In auncientc days tradition fhowcs 
A bafe and wicked effe arofe, 

The Witch of Wokey hight : 
Oft have I heard the fearful tale 
From Sue and Roger of the vale, 

On fome long winter's night. 



s 



Deep 
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Deep in the dreary diimal cell, 
Which feem'd and was ycleped hell* 

This blear-eyed Hag did hide : 
Nine wicked elves, as legends fayrie, 
She chofe to form her guardian trayne* 

And kennel near her fide. 



Here fcreeching owls oft made their neft, 
While wolves its craggy fides poffeft, 

Night-howling thro' the rock : 
No wholefome herb could here be found : 
She blafted every plant around, 

And blifter'd every flock. 



Her haggard faee was foul to fee ; 
Her mouth unmeet a mouth to bee ; 

Her eyne of deadly leer, 
She nought devifed, but neighbour's ill $ 
She wreak'd on all her wayward will, 

And marr'd all goodly chear. 

All in her prime, have poets fung, 
No gaudy youth, gallant and young, 

E'er bleft her longing armes j 
And hence arofe her fpight to vex, 
And blaft the youth of either fex, 

By dint of hellilh charms. 



From 
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From Glafton came a lerned wight, 
Full bent to marr her fell defpight, 

And well he did, I ween : 
Sich mifchief never had been known,. 
And, fince his mickle lerninge mown, 

Sich mifchief ne'er has been. 



He chailntede out his godliebooke* 
He croft the water, bleftthe brooke, 

Then — pater nofter done,* — 
The ghaftlyHag he fprinkled o'er;. 
When lo ! where flood a hag before, 

Now flood a ghaflly flone. 

N 

Full well 'tis known, adown the dale ; 
Tho* paflmg ftrange indeed the tale, 

And doubtfull may appear, 
I'm bold to fay, there's never a one, 
That has not feen the witch in ftone, 

With all her houfehold gear. 



But tho* this lernedc Clerke did well ; 
With grieved heart, alas ! I tell, 

She left this curfe behind : 
That Wokey-nymphs forfaken quite, 
Tho* fenfe and beauty both unite, 

Should find no leman kind. 



▼ojl. iu i For 
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For lo ! evtn, as the Fiend did lay, 
The fex have found it to this day, 

That men are wondrous fcant : 
Here's Jjea'uty, wit, and fenfe combined, 
With all that's goDd and virtuous join'd, 

Tet hardly one gallant. 

Shall then fich maids uppitied moane 2 
They might as well, like her, be ftonc. 

As thus forfaken dwell. 
Since Glafton norw emn boaft no clerks 5 
Gome down frpm Osenfbrd, ye fparks, 

And, oh ! revoke the fpell. 



Yet ftay— nor tHu$ defpoitd, ye fair * 
Virtue's the gods' peculiar care j 

I hear the gracious voice : 
Tour fex fliall foon be bleft ageri, 
We only wait to find fich men, 

Asbeft deferve your choice. 
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No. XLV. 



THE MARRIAGE OF SIR GAWAINE, 



*■* 



From « Percy's Reliques of Ancient Englilh Poetry.'* 

* 



PART L 

King Arthur lives in merry Carleile, 

And feemely le to fee ; 
And there with him Queene Guenever* 

That bride foe bright of blee. 

And there with him Queene Guenever, 
That bride fo bright in bowre : 

And all his barons about him ftoode* 
That were both ftiffe and ftowre. 

The King a royale Chriftmafle kept, 
With mirth and princelye cheare ; 

To him repaired many a knighte, 
That came both farre and neare. 



u 4nd 
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And when they were to dinner fcttc,. 

And cups went freely round ; 
Before them came a fair damfelle, 

And knelt upon the>g90und. 

r' 

— « A boone, a boone, O kinge Arthure,* 

" I beg a boone of thee ; 
"• Avenge me of a carlifli knighte, 

<r Who hath fhentmy love and mee. 

« At Tearne-Wadling * his caftle ftands* 

« Near to that lake fo fair, 
«* Arid proudly e' rife the battlements* 

« And ftreamers deck the air./ 



*f Noe gentle knighte, rtor Iadye gay,» 
" May pafs that caftle-walle : 

*' But from that foulc difcurteous knighte, 
" Mifhappe will them befalle. 



<* Hee's twice the fizz of commdn mfenv 
« "VvT thewefs, and finewes ftronge, 

c * And on his backe he bears a clubbe* 
€€ That is both thicke and longe. 



"••^ 



cc 



This 



* Tearne-Wadling is the name of a* fmafl' lake near Hafketh in 
Cumberland, on the road from Penrith to Carlifle. There is a 
tradition, that an old caftle once flood near the lake, the remains 
of which were not long fince viiible. Team, in the dialeft of that 
OQH^ry, fignifies a fmall lake, and is ftill in ufe. 
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<x This grimme Baronc 'twas our harde happe, 

w But yefter morne to fee ; 
€< "When to his bowre he bare my love, 

* € And fore mifufed mee. 

€< And when I told him, King Afth&re 

S€ As lyttle fhold him fpare ; 
« Goe tell, fayM hee, that cuckold kinge ; 

" To meete mee if he dare."— <■ 



Upp then fterfed King Arthure, 

And fware by hille and dale. 
He ne'er wojde quitt that grimme Barine, 

Till he had made him quaiL /> 

<c Goe fetch my forprd Excalibar ; 

« Goe faddle mee |ny fteede ; 
« Nowe, Jby my faye, that grimme Barpne 

" Shall, rue this ruthfulle deede* 

And when he ca.jn£ to. Tearne-Wadlkige, 

Benethe the caftle walk : 
« Come forth ; come forth ; thou proude Bajone; 

« Or yielde thyfelf my thralled 

On magicke ground that caftle ftoode, 

And fenced with many a fpelle : 
Noe valiant knight. could tread thereon, 

But ftraite his courage felle. 



T 



Forth 
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Forth then rufli'd that carlilh Knight, 

King Arthure felte the charm : 
His fturdy finewes loft their ftrengthe, 

Downe funke his feeble arme. 

~- *« Nowe yield thee, yield thee, King Arthure, 

€ * Now yield thee unto mee ; 
f< Or fighte with mee, or lofe thy lande, 

w Noe better terms maye bee. 

** Unleft thou fweare upon the rood, 

" And promife oq. thy faye, 
* Here to returne to Tcarne-Wadling, 

* ( Upon the new-yeare's daye ; 

*< And bringe me worde what thing it i$ 

u All women moft defyre ; 
f < This is thy ranfome, Arthur," he feyei^ 

«' Ue have no other hyrc"— 

King Arthur then helde up his hande. 

And (ware upon his faye, 
Thea^took his leave of the grimme Barone 

And fafte hee rode awaye. 

And he rode ea^, and he rode weft* 

And did of all inquyre, 
What thing it is all women crave, 

And what they mojft; 4efyre, 



Some 
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Some told him riches* pompe, or ftarte » 
Some rayment fine and brighte •, 

Some told him mirthe ; fome iatteryt y 
And fome a jollye knighte. 

In letters all £mg Arthur wrote* „ 
And feal'd them ^ith his ringe : 

But ftill his imnde was helde in doubtc. 
Each tolde a different thinge, 

As ruthfulje he rode over a more, 

He faw a Ladye fette 
Betweene an oke, and a greeiie hofilye* 

All clad in red fcarlette. 

Her riofe was crookt and turnd outwarde, 
Her chin ftoode all awrye ; 
£ And where as (holds have been her moutjie* 

Lo! there was fet her eye : 

Her haires, like fcrpents, clung aboute 
Her cheeks of deadlye hewe : 

A worfe-fbrm'd ladye than Ae was, 
No man mote ever viewe. 

To hail the King in feemelye forte 

This ladye was fulle faine ; 
But King Arthure all fore amaz'd, . 

No aunfwere made againe. 



—"What 
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— « What wight art thou/' the Ladye fayM, 
" That wilt not fpeake to mee ; 

u Sir, I may chance to eafe thy paine, 
tc Though I bee foule to fee. 



If thou wilt eafe my paine," he fayd, 
« And helpe me in my neede $ 
« Aft; what thou wilt, thou grimme Ladye, 
« And it fhall bee thy meede," — 

*— " O fweare mee this upon the roode, 
, " And promife on thy faye ; 
« And here the fecrettel will telle, 
*« That {hall thy ranfome paye.' 1 -^ 

King Arthur prorhifed on his faye^ 

And fware upon the roode : 
The fecrette then the Ladye told, 

Asjightlye well (he cou'de, 

i— c f Now this fliall be rriy paye," fir King, 

€ * And this my guerdon bee, 
« That fome yong fair and courtlye knight, . 

« Thou bringe to marrye mee."—* 

Faft then pricked King Arthure 

Ore hille, and dale, and downe : 
And foone he founde the Barone's bowr$. 

And foone the grimme Baroune, 

He 
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He bare his clubbe upon his backe, 
Hee ftoode bothe ftiffe and ftronge ; 

And, when he had the letters reade, 
Awaye the letters flunge, . 

— " Nowe yielde thee, Arthur, and thy lapds, 

€€ All forfeit unto mee $ 
« For this is not thy paye, fir King, 

" Nor may thy ranfome bee." — 

■ — « Yet hold thy hand, thou proud Barone, 

«• I praye thee hold thy hand ; 
w And give mee leave to fpeake once more 

« In reikewe of my land. 

f < This morne, as I came over a more, 
se I faw a Ladye fette f 

** Betwene an oke, and a greene holleye, ' 

€€ All clad in red fcarlette 5 

» 

« She fayes, all women will have their wille, 

" This is their chief defyre \ 
« Now yield, as thou art a Barone true, 

« That I have payd mine hyre." 

— " An earlye vengeance light on her l" 

The carltfh Baron fwore : - 
«f Shee was my fitter tqldethee this, 

« And fiiee's a mifshapeo whore. 



«But 
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* But here I will make mine avowe, 

« To do ^ er as iU * tttrrie : 
" For an ever I may that foule theefe gette» 

« In a fyre I will her tytme.*--* 



PART II, 

Homewarde pricked King Arthure, 

And a wearye man was hee ; 
/bid foone he mette Qgeeiie Guen6vct| 

That bride fo bright of btee, 

~*A What newes ! what newes ! tjhovk noble I^ing> 

« Hcwe* Arthur, haft thou fped ? 
w Where haft thou hung the carlifli Knighte I 
. < c And where beftow*d his head V't* 



— " The carlilh Knight is faf$ for mee* 
« And free fro mortal harme : 

*« On magicke grounds his cattle flands^ 
*< And fenced with, many a charms 



« To 
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u To bowe to him I was fulle fain£ 4 
And yielde mce to his hand ; 
And bat for a lothJy Ladye, thete 
" I ilwlde hare loft my Jand. 

* And nowe this fills my hearte with wp^ 

« And forrowe of my life | 
«? J fworc .a yonge and cowrtlye knight, 

« Sholde marry her. to his wife.'W 

Then l>efpake him Sir GawJrfac, 

That was ever a gentfe kmghte : 
— « That lothly Ladye I will wed ; 

« Therefore be n>e*rye an&Kghte."— . 

— w Nowe naye, nowe jtaye, good Str Gawiine ; 

" My fitter's fonne y$e bee j 
« This lothlye Ladye'satt toogrimme, 

« And too foufe for yee. 

«• Her nofe it crookt, and turn'd oufrwarde ; 

cc Her chin {lands all awrye ; 
u A worfe forriVd ladye than ftee k 

u Was never feen with eye."— 

— u What though her chin (tand* all' aw*yey 

" Andiheebefouletefeci 
« I'll marry her, untie, for thy &ht 9 

« And I'll thy ranibiae bee."— 



— f * Nowe 
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«~»« Now thankcs, nowe than^es, good Sir Gawaine; 

" And a bleffing thee betyde ! 
« To-morrow wee'll have knights and fquires, 

" And wee'll goe fetch thy bride. 

" And yretfll havehawkes, and weeTl have hounde$, 

" To cover our indent ; 
" And wee'U away to the greene foreft, 

" As wee a hunting went."-?-? 

Sir Lancelot, Sir Stephen bolder 

They rode with them that daye j 
And foremoile of the companye 

There rode the ftewarde Kaye ; • 

Soe did Sir Banier and Sir Bore, 

And eke Sir Garratte keene i 
Sir Triftram too, that gentle knight, 

To the foreft f refhe and greene, 

And when they came to the greene forrfest, 

Beneathe a faire holley tree, 
There fate that Ladye in red fcarlette 

That unfeemelye was to fee. 

Sir Kay beheld that Lady's face, 
And looked upon her fweere ; 

—« Whoever kiffes that Ladye/' . he ftyes, 
« Of his kifle he ftanda in fear*."— 



Sir 



I2 5 



Sir Kay beheld that Ladye againe, 

And looked upon her fnout ; 
— " Whoever kifles that Ladye," he fayes, 

« Of hi* kifie he ftands in doubt."— 

— " Peace, brother Kay," fayde Sir Gawaine, 

" And amend thee of thy life 5 
u For there is a Knight amongft us all, 

" Mua marry her to his wife. 
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— « What, marry this foule qoeane," quoth Kay, 

" F the devil's name anone ; 
" Gett mee a wife wherever I maye, 

<* In footh fhee ihall be none."— 

Then fame tooke up their hawkes in hafte, 

Andfome tooke up their houndes* 
And fayd they wolde not marry her, 

For cities, nor for townes. 

Then befpake him King Arthure, 

And fware there by this daye ; 
— « For a little foule fighte and miflikinge, 

" Yce fliajll not fay her naye." — 

— « Peace, Lordings, peace ;" Sir Gawaine fayd ; 

« Nor make debate and ftrife ; 
« This lothlye Ladye I will take, 

J* And marry her to my wife."' — 

— €( Nowe 
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— « Nojve thanked nowe thankes, good Sir Gawaine, 

(C And a blefEnge be thy meede ! 
*? For as I am thine owne Iady£, 

" Thou never (halt rue this deede. w ~* 

Then up they toe-k that lothly Dame, 

And home anone they bringe : 
And there Sir Gawaine he her wed, 

And married her with a ringe. 

And when they were in wed-bed hid, 

And all were done awaye : 
— « Come turne to mee, mine owne wed-lortf, 

" Come turne to mee I praye."— 

Sir Gawaine fcant cotrfd lift his heady 

For forrowe and for care ; 
When, lo ! infteadof that lotheiye Dame, 

Hee fawe a young Ladyefaite. 

Sweet blufhes ftayn'd her rud-red cheeke, 

Her eyen were blacke as floe : 
The ripening cherrye fwellde her lrppe, 

And all her neck was fnowe. 

Sir Gawaine kifs'd that Lady faire, 

Lying upon the fheete : 
And fwore, as he was a true Knighte, 

The fpice was never foe fweete. . , 



Sir 
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Sir Gawaine kifs'd that Lady brighte, 

Lying there by his fide : 
— « The faireft flower is not foe faire : 

« Thou never can'ft bee my bride."— 

«-*" I ^am thy bride, mine owne deare Lotde, 
« The fame whiche thou didft knowe, 

u That was foe Jothlye, and was wont 
«« Upon the wild more to goe. 

« c Nowe, gentle Gawaine, chafe,* quoth fhee, 

u And make thy choice with care ; 
u Whether by night, or elfe by daye, 

« Shall I be foule or faire ?"— 

— « Tohave thee foule ftill in the night, 
<« When I with thee fhould playe ! 

u I had rather farre, my lady deare, 
" To have thee foule by daye." — 

~ a What, when gaye ladyes goe with their lordcs 

« To drinke the ale and wine ; 
" Alas ! then I mult hide myfelf, 

w I muft not goe with mine ?' 
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— « My faire ladye,* Sir Gawaine fayrf, 

« I yield me to thy fkille ; 
u Becaufe thou art mine owne ladye 

« Thou malt have all thy wilte." 



■— " Nowe 
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—*" Nowe blefled be thou, fwectc Gawaine, 

« And the daye that I thee fee ; 
« For as thou feeft mee at this time, 

" Soe fhall I ever bee. 

w My father was an aged knighte, 

« And yet it chanced foe, 
u He tooke to wife a falfe ladye, 

€f Whiche broughte me to this woe. 

€t Shee witch'd mee, being a faire yonge maide, 

« In the greene foreft to dwelle ; 
« And there to abyde in lothlye fhape, 

« Moft like a fiend of helle. 



« Midft mores, and mofles ; woods, and wilds ; 

" To lead a lonefome life : 
« Till fome yong faire and courtlye knightc 

w Wolde marrye me to his wife : 

«« Nor fully to gaine mine owne trewe fliape, 

« Such was her devilifh fkille ; 
« Until he wolde yielde to be ruled by mee, 

« And let mee have all my wille. 

« She witchd my brother to a carlifh boore, 
« And made him ftiffe and ftronge : 

« And built him a bowre cm magicke grounde* 
« To live by rapine and wronge. 



"But 
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u But now the fpelle is broken throughe, 
€€ And wronge is turnde to righte \ 

t( Henceforth I (hall be a faire ladye, 
«* And hee be a gentle knighte."— # 



vol, il. 
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No. XLVl* 



KING ARTHUR'S DEATH, 

1 FRAGMENT. 



Prom "Percy's Reliques- of Ancient Engliih Poetry." 1 



On Trmitye Mondaye in die morne, 
This fore battayle was doom'd to bee ; 

Where manye a knighfe cried— ^"'WeU-awaye P— 
Ala eke, it was the more pittiev 

4re the firff crowirfge of the cockc^ 

When as the Kinge in his bed laye, 
tie thoughte Sir Gawaine to him came,* 

And there to him thefe wordes did faye. 

.»-« Nowe, as you are mine unkle deare, 
« And as you prize your life, this dayc 

« O meet not with your foe in fighte : 
<* Putt off the battayle, if yee maye ; 

u For 

* Sir Gawaine had been killed at Arthur's landing, on his re- 
turn from abroad* 



*3* 

cc For Sir Launcelot is nowe in Fraunce, 
" And with him many an hardye knighte ; 

cc "Who will within this moneth be backe, 
" And will affifte yee in the fighte,"— 

The Kinge then calFd his nobles all, 

Before the breakinge of the daye ; 
And told them howe Sir Gawaine came, 

And there to him thefe wordes did faye. 

His nobles all this counfayle gave, 

That earlye in the morning, hee 
Shold fend awaye an herauld at armes, 

To alke a parley faire and free. 

Then twelve good knightes King Arthure chofe, 

The beft of all that with him were : 
To parley with the foe in fielde, ; 

And make with him agreement faire. 

The King he charged all his hofte, 

In readinefs there for to bee : 
But noe man Iholde noc weapon fturre, 

Unleffe a fword drawne they (hold fee. 

And Mordred on the other parte, 
Twelve of his knights did likewife bringe ; 

The befteof all his companye, 
To hold the parley with the Kinge. 

* 2 Sir 
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Sir Mordred alfoe charged bis hofte,. 

In readinefie there for to bee ; 
But noe man fholde noe weapon fturre, 

But if a fworde drawne they fhold fee i 

Far he durfte not his unkle trufte, 

Nor he his nephewe, fothe to tell : 
Alacke - f it was- a woefulle cafe* 

As ere in Chriftentye befelle. 

But when they werfe together mefcte, 
And both to faire accordance broughte $ 

And a month's league betweene them fette^. 
Before the battayle fholde be foughte \ 

An addere crept forth of a buflie, 

Stunge one o' th' King's knightes on the knee j, 
Alacke! it was a woefulle chance* 

As ever was in Chriftentie. 

WheiV the Knighte found him wounded fore, 
And fawe the wild-wormc hanginge there $ 

His fworde he from his fcabberde drewe ; 
A piteous cafe as ye (hall heare. 

For when the two holies fawe the fworde 

They joyned battayle inftantlye \ 
Till of foe many noble knightes, 

On one fide there were left but three. 



For 
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For all were flain that durft abide, 
And but fome fewe that fled awaye : 

Ay mee ! it was a bloodye fielde, 

As ere was foughte on fummer's daye. 

Upon King Arthur's own partye, 

Onlye himfelfe efcaped there, 
And Lukyn Duke of Glofter free, 

And {he King's butler Bedevere- 

And when the King beheld his knightcs, 
AU dead and fcattered on the molde ; 

The teares faft trickled downe his face ; 
That manlye face in fight fo bolde. 

^-r-« Now refte yee all, brave knights, he faid, 
" Soe true and faithful to your truft : 

€€ And mult yee then, ye valiant hearts, 
w Be lefte to moulder into duft ! 

« Moft loyal have yee been to mee, 

" Moft true and faithful unto deathe : 

" And, oh ! to raife yee up againe, 
< c How freelye cotild I yield my breathe ! . 

« But fee the traitor's yet alive, 

«« Lo where hee ftalkes among the deade ! 
" Now bitterlye he fhall abye : 

" And vengeance fall upon his head. 



u 



Oftaye, 
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" O ftayc, my liege," then fayd the Duke 5 
€t O ftaye for love and charitie ; 

u Remember what the vifion fpake, 
" Nor mecte your foe, if it may bee. 

« O, ftaye mee not, thou worthye wight, 
« This del* my loyal knights I owe : 

« Betide me life, betide me death, 
" I will avenge them of their foe." — 

Then ftraile he grafp'd his truftye fr>eare, 
And on his horfe then mounted hee : 

As his butler holpe him to his horfe, 
Hie bowels guflied to his knee. 

— « Alas ! then fayd the noble King, 
" That I fhould live this fight to fee ! 

« To fee this good knight here be flaine, 
" All for his love in helping mee !" — 

He put his fpeare into his refte, 

And to Sir Mordred loud gan crye ; 

— " Nowe fette thyfelf upon thy guarde, 
« For, traitor, nowe thy death is nye." — 

Sir Mordred lifted up his fworde, 

And fierce to meet the King ran hee ; 

The King his fpeare he through him thruft : 
A fathom thorow his bodie. 



When 
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When Mordered felt the ftrokc pf death, 
And found that he was wounded foe ; 

He thrufte himfelfe upon the fpeare, 
And ftrucke the King a deadlye blowe. 

Then grimmlye dyed Sir Mordered, 

Prefentlye upon that tree : 
And bloody ftreames ranne from the Kinge 

Eje to tKe Duke returned hee. 

Sir Laikyn then he thus bclpake, 

— " Sir Knighte, thou haft beene faithfulle tryde* 
€C Nowe take niy fword Excalibar,* 

*' That hangs fo freelye by my fyde : 

" O take my fword Excalibar, 

<* And there into the river throwe : 
" For here, henceforth, benethe this tree, 

«« All ufe of weapons I foregoe. 

» 

u And fare thee well, thou truftye fword, 
€t Abetter neer had valiant knighte, 

t( With thee full ofte, and manye a 4aye, 
w Have I wjithftoqd my foe in figh£e, 

u With this good fouchion in my hande, 
" Oft have I reapd the bloody feelde : 

« But nowe the fatalle houre is come, 
" That never more I may thee weelde." — 



The 



More commonly called, Caliburn. 
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The Duke to the river fide he went* 

And there his owne fword in threwe he j 

But he kept back Excalibar, 
He kept it back in privitie. 

Tor all of coleyne was the blade ; 

And all the hike of precious (tone : 
— «« And ever alacke !" then fayd the Knighte, 

<« Muft fuch a fword awaye be throwne ?■ 
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Then backe he came untq the Kinge, 
* Who fayd, — « Sir Lukyn, what did yee fee ? ,f - 
*— " Nothing, my liege, fave that the winde 
w Blewe o'er the waters faire and free.— * 

« — " O goe againe," then faid the Kinge, 
♦« O good Sir Lukyn, goe againe : 

«* Into the rivere throwe my (word, 
«« Nor keepe me lingering here in paine."— » 

The Duke then to the river went, 

And the King's fcabberd in threwe hee \ 

J5ut hee kept backe Excalibar, 
And hid it underjiethe a tree. 

Then backe he came to tell the Kinge, 

Who fayde, — « Sir Lukyn fawe ye ojighte ?"- 
Nothinge, my liege, fave that the winde 
No we with the angrye waters fought,"— 



T?~«Q 
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O Lukyn, Lukyn," faid the Kinge, 
Twice hafte thou dealt deceytfullye : 
w Alacke, whom may wee ever trufte, 
" When fuche a Knight foe falfe can bee ? 

** Saye, would'ft thou have thy mailer dead ; 

" All for a fword, that wins thine eye : 
" Nowe goe againe, and throwe it in, 

€€ Or here the one of us (hall dye." — ► 

The Duke, all flient with this rebuke, 
No aunfwere made unto the Kinge : 

But to the rivere tooke the fworde, 
And threwe it far as he coulde flinge* 

A hande and an arme did meete the fworde, 
And flourilhd three times in the air ; 

Then funke benethe the renninge ftreme, 
And of the Duke was feene noe main 

All fore aftonied flood the Duke ; 

He flood as flill, as flill mote bee : 
Then haftend backe to telle the Kinge 5 

But he was gone from under the tree. 

But to what place he cold not tell, 
For never after hee did him fpye : 

But hee fawe a barge goe from the land, 
And hee heard ladyes howle and crye* 



% 



And 
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And whether the Kinge were there, or not, 
Hee never knewe, nor ever colde : 

For from that fad and direfulle daye, 
Hse never more was feene on molde. 
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No. XLVII. 



FAIR MARGARET 

AND 

SWEET WILLIAM. 



From " Percy's Reliques of Ancient Englifli Poetry/ 



As it fell out on a long fummer's day 

Two lovers they fat on a hill ; 
They fat together that long fummer's day, 

And could not talk their fill. 

— « I fee no harm by you, Margaret, 

" And you fee none by mee ; 
" Before to-morrow at eight o' the clock 

« A rich wedding you fliall fee."— * 

Fair Margaret fat in her bower-window* 

Combing her yellow hair ; 
There Ihe fpyed Sweet William and his bride, 

As they were a riding^iear. 



Then 
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Then down (he layd her ivory combe, 

And braided her hair in twain : 
She went ajive out of her bower, 

But ne'er came alive in't again. 

When day was gone, and night was come, 

And all men fail afleep, 
Then came the fpirit of Fair MargVet, 

And ftood at William's feet. 

— " Are you awake, Sweet William ?* fhee faid i 
u Or, Sweet William, are you afleep ? 

" God give you joy of your gay bride-bed, 
" And me of my winding fl*eet "-r- 

When day was come, and night was gone, 

And all men wak'd from deep, 
Sweet William to his lady fayd, 

— " My dear, I have caufeto weep* 

/ 

ts I dreamt a dream, my dear ladye, 

" Such dreames are never good : 
€t I dreamt my bower was full of red wine, 

« And my bride-bed full pf blood." — 

— " Such dreams, fuch dreams, my honoured Sir, 

" They never do prove good ; 
* To dream thy bower was full of red wine, 

« And thy bride-bed full of blood." — 

He 
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He called up his merry men all, 

By one, by two, and by three ; 
Saying, — « I'll away to Fair Margaret's btfwtr, 

« By the leave of my ladifc." — 

And when he came to Fair Margaret's bower, 

He knocked at the ring ; 
And who fo ready as her feven brethren 

To let Sweet William in. 

Then he turned up the covering-flieet, 

— <« Praylet me fee the dead ; 
" Moihinks (he looks all pale and wan, 

« She hath loft her cherry red. 



« I'll do more for thee, Margartt, 

« Than anv of thy kin ; 
« For I will kifs thy pale wan lips, 

« Though a fmile I cannot win 
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With that befpake the feven brethren, 

Making mod piteous mone : 
— « You may go kifs your jolly brown bride* 

« And let our fitter alone."— 

« If I do kifs my jolly brown bride, 

w I do but what is right ; 
M I neer made a vow to yonder poor corpfc 

u By day, nor yet by night. 



« Deal 
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cc Deal on, deal on, rtiy merry men all, 
lf Deal on your cake and your wine : * 

ic For whatever is dealt at her funeral to-day, 
" Shall be dealt to-morrow at mine/'—* 

Fair Margaret dyed to-day, to-day, 
Sweet William dyed the morrow : 

Fair Margaret dyed for pure true love, 
Sweet William dyed for forrow. 

Margaret was buryed in the lower chancel, 

And William in the higher : 
Out of her breft there fprang a rofe^ 

And out of his a briar. 

They grew till they grew unto the church-top, 
And then they could grow no higher ; 

And there they tyed in a true lovers knot, 
Which made all the people admire. 

Then came the clerk of the parifli, 

As you the truth fliall hear, 
And by misfortune cut them down, 

Or they had now been there. 



* Alluding to the dele anciently given at funerals* 
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No. XLVIIL 



SWEET WILLIAM'S GHOST. 



From Allan Ramfay's « Tea-table Mifcellany." 



Therp came a Ghoft to Margaret's door, 
With many a grievous grone, 

And ay he tirled at the pin ; 
But anfwer made flie none. 

— « Is this my father Philip ? 

« Oris't my brother John ? 
" Or is't my true love Willie, 

« From Scotland new come home." — 



— « Tis not thy father Philip^ 
** Nor yet thy brother John : 

« But 'tis thy true love Willie 
« From Scotland new come home. 



« O fwtet 
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« O fweet Margret ! O dear Mafgret I 
« I pray thee fpeak to mee : 

«* Give me my faith and troth, Margret, 
« As I gave it to thee,"— < 



Thy faith and troth thou'fe ilevir get, 
« Of me flialt nevir win, 
« Till that thou come within niy bower, 
« And kifs my cheek and chin." — > 

— « If I (hould come within thy bower, 

« I am no earthly man : 
«« And fhould I kifs thy rofy lipp, 

« Thy days will not be lang. 

« O fweet Margret, Odear Margret* 
** I pray thee fpeak to mee : 

«« Give me my faith and troth, Margfet, 
« As I gave it to thee."— 

t« Thy frith and troth thou'fe nevir get, 

« Of me (hah nevir win, 
« Till thou take me ta yon kirk yard, 

" And wed me with a ring."— 

" My bones are buried in a kirk yard 

« Afar beyond the fea, 
« And it is but iny fprite, Margret, 

« That's fpeaking now to thee."— ' 
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She ftretched out her lilly-white h*nd, 

As for to do her beft : 
— " Hae tjiere your faith and troth, Willie, 

" God fend your foul good r$ft."— » 

Now flic has kilted her robes of green, 

A piece below her knee : 
And a* the live-lang winter night 

The dead corpfe followed ihee. 

— " Is there any room at your head, Willie ? 

" Or any room at your feet ? 
w Or any room at your fide, Willie, 

« Wherein that I may creep ?" — 

— « There's nae room at my head, Margret, 

" There's nae room at my feet, 
€ * There's no room at my fide, Margret, 

" My coffin is made fo meet/' — 

Then up and crew the red fed cock, 

And up then crew the gray : % 

— « Tis time, 'tis time, my dear Margret, 
€ * That I were gane away."— 

No mere the Ghoft to Margret faid, 

But, with a grievous grone, 
' EvanifiYd in a cloud of mill, 
And left her all alone. 

VOL. II. L * «*-" O 
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— " O ftay, my only true love, ftay, w — r 
The conftant Margrct cried : 

Wan grew her cheeks, fee clos'd her een,, 
Stretched her faft limbs> and die A 
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No. XLIX. 



THE BOY AND THE MANTLE. 



From « Percy's Reliques of Ancient Englilh Poetry." 



In Carleile dwelt King Arthur, 

A prince of paffing might ; 
And there maintain'd his table round, 

Befet with many a knight. 

And there he kept his Chriftmas 

With mirth and princely cheare, 
When, lo ! a ftraunge and cunning boy 

Before him did appeare. 

A kirtle, and a mantle, 

This boy had him upon, 
With brooches, rings, and owches, 

Full daintily bedone. 

He had a faike of filk 

About his middle meet ; 
And thus, with feemely curtefy, 

He did King Arthur greet. 

L2 — " God 



i 
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— « God fpced thcc, brave King Arthur* 
« Thus feafting in thy bowre $ 

* And Guenevcr thy goodly Queen* 
«* That fair and peerieffe flowrc. 

* Ye gallant Lords, and Lordmgs, 
u I wifli you all take heed, 

c * Left, what ye deeih a blooming rofe 
w Should prove » cankred weed." — 

Then ftraftway from his bofome 

A little wand he drew ; 
And with it eke a mantle 

Of wondrous fhape* and hew* 

— « Now have tho» here, King Arthur* 

(t Have this here of mee, 
« And give unta thy comely Queen* 

«' All-fhapen as you fee* 

" No wife % it (hall become, 

C€ That once hath been to blame."—* 
Then every Knight in Arthur's court 

Slye glaunced at his dame* 

And firft came lady Guenever, 

The mantle (he muft trye. 
This dame, (he was new-fangled, 

And of a roving eye. 



Whea 
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When (be had tane the mantle, 

And all was with k cladde, 
From top to toe it fhiver'd down, 

As tho* with (beers befbradde. 

One while it was too, long, 

Another while too fhort, 
And wrinkled on her fhoulders 

In moft unfeemly fort. 

Now green, now red it feemed, 

Then all of fable hue. 
~" Beflirew me," quoth King Arthur, 

" I think thou beeft not true."— 

Down (he threw the mantle, 
Ne longer would npt (lay j 
But ftorming like a fury, 

To her chamber flung away. 

She curft the whorefon weaver, 
That had the mantle wrought : 

And doubly curft the froward impe, 
Who thither it had brought. 

— « I had rather live in defarts 
" Beneath the green-wood tree, 

« Than here, bafe King, among thy groomes, 
" The fport of them and thee."— 
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Sir Kay call'd forth his Lady, 

And bade her to come near. 
— « Yet dame, if thou be guilty, 

« I pray thee now forbear." — 

This lady pertly gigling, 

With forward ftep came on, 
And boldly to the little boy 

With fearlefs face is gone. 

When fhe had tane the mantle* 

With purpofe for to wear : 
It flirunk up to v her moulder, 

And left her b— fide bare* 

Then every merry knight, 

That was in Arthur's court, 
Gibed, and laught, and flouted, 

To fee that pleafant fport. 

Downe fhe threw the mantle, 

No longer bold or gay, j 

But with a face all pale and wan, 

To her chamber flunk away. 

» 

Then forth came an old knight, 

A pattering o'er his creed ; 
And proffer'd to the little boy J 

Five nobles to his meed 5 

— " And 
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~— " And *U the jtime of Chriftmafc 
iC Plumb-porridge fhall be thine, 

** If thou wilt let my lady fair 
" Within the mantle Anne." — 



A faint his lady feemcd* 

With ftep demure, and flow. 

And gravely to the mantle 
With mincing pace doth goe. 

When (he jhe fame had taken, 
That was p? fine and thin, 

|t (hrivell'd all al?out her, 
4nd fhow^ her dainty (kin. 

Ah ! little did her mincing, 
Or his long prayers beftead \ 

She had no more hung on her 
Than a taflel and a thread. 

Down (he threwe the mantle, 
With terror and difmay, 

And, with a face of fcarlet, 
To her chamber hyed away. 

Sir Cradock calPd his lady, 
And bade her to come neare : 

— " Come win this mantle, lady, 
« And do me credit here. 



. » 



" Come 
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« Come win this mantle, lady, 
« For now it (hall be thine, 

« If thou haft never done amife, 
« Sith firft I made thee mine. 
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The lady gently blufliing. 
With modeft grace caine on, 

£nd now to trye the wond'rous charm 
Courageoufly is gone. 

When flie had tane the mantle. 

And put it on her backe, 
About the hem it ieemed 

To wrinkle and to craeke. 

— « Lye ftill, (he cried, O mantle ! 

« And fliame me not for nought, 
« Til freely own whate'er amifs, 

« Or blameful I have wrought. 

« Once J htft Sir Cradocke 

« Beneathc the green wood tree : 

" Once I kill Sir Cradocke's mouth 
« Before, he married mce."— 

When thus (he fca<l &er fliriven, 
And her worft fault had told, 

The mantle foon became her. 
Right comely as it (hold. 



Mod 
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Mpft rich and fair of colour, 

Like gold it glittering fhone : 
^Ind imich the knights in Arthur's com* 

Admi^d her every one. 

*Then towards King Arthur's table 

The boy he turn'd his eye ; 
Where ftood a boar's head garnifhed 

With bayes and rofemarye. 

When thrice he o'er the boards he*d 

His little wand had drawnc, 
Quoth he,— " There's never a cuckold's knife 

f« Can earvethis head of brawne." — 

Then fome their whittles rubbM 

On whetftone, and on hone : 
Some threwe them under the table. 

And fwore that they had none. 

Sir Cradock had a little knife 

Of fteel and iron made ; 
And in an inftant through the Ikull 

He thruft the ihining blade. 

He thruft the (hining blade 

Full eafily and fail ; 
And every knight in Arthur's court 

A morfel had to taftc. 



The 
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The boy brought forth a home, 

All golden was the rim : 
Said he, — « No cuckolde ever can 

« Set mouth unto the brim. 

" No cukold can this little home 

" Lift fairly to his head ; 
c< But or on this, or that fide, 

« He (hall the liquor fhed."-~ 

Some (bed it on their moulder,* * - 

Some flied it on their thigh > 
And hee that could not hit his mouth, 

Was fure to hit his eye. 

» 
Thus he that was a cuckold, 

Was known of every man ; 
But Cradock lifted eafily, 

And wan the golden can. 

Thus boar's head, horn, and mantle, 
Were this fair couple's meed : 

And all fuch conftant lovers, 
God fend them well to fpeed. 

Then down in rage came Guenever, 
And thus could fpightful fay, 

.— " Sir Cradock's wife moft wrongfully 
" Hath borne the prize away. 



" See 
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€€ See yonder (hamelefs woman, 
" That makes herfelfe fo clean : 

€ * Yet from her pillow taken 

€( Thrice five gallants have been* 

** Priefts, clarkes, and wedded men 
• c Have her lewd pillow preft : 

*< Yet (he the wonderous prize forfooth 
«< Mull bearc from all the reft." — 

Then befpake the little boy, 

Who had the fame in hold : 
*— V Chaftize thy wife, King Arthur, - ; 

" Of fpeech the is too bold : 

« Of fpeech {he is too bold, 

« Of carriage all too free ; 
f< Sir King, {he hath within thy hall 

« A cuckold made of thee* 

" All frolick light and wanton 
w She hath her carriage borne : 

*« And given thee for a kingly crown 
** To wear a cuckold's home." — 



ikf 
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No. L. 



ST. PATRICK'S PURGATORY, 



In the Rcliqucs of Ancient Poetry, // the following- 
» Owaine Myles // a Ballad^ giving an atcount of the 
wonders of SU Patrick 9 ! Purgatory. This is a tranjla- 
tion into verfe of the Jtory related in Mat, Paris's Hift. 
fub Ann. 1 15a..'— The verjion which is here offered to 
the Public is evidently modern ; I am ignorant of the Au- 
thor. I think the i$thjlanza % in particular > has a great 
degree of merit. 
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«— « Now enter in !"— the Prior cried, 
-*-« And God, Sir Ouvain, be your guide ! 

" Your name fliall live in ftory : 
« Many there are who rich this fhore, 
w But few who venture to explore 

« St. Patrick's Purgatory."-, 



Adown 
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Adown the deep and dark defcent 
'With cautious ftep Sir Ouvain went, 

And many a pray'r he pouted \ 
1STo helm had Jie, nor guardian creft, 
No hauberk mail'd the warrior's breaft, 

Nor grafp'dlie fliield or fword. 



The earth was moift beneath his tread, 
The damps fell heavy on his head, 

The air was piercing chill ; 
And fudden fhudd'rings o'er him came. 
And he could feel through all his- frame 

An icy tremor thrill. 



At length a dim and doubtful light 
Dawn'd welcome on th' advent'rer's fight j 

Th' advent'rer haften'd on. 
And now the warrior's fteps attain 
To where a high and ftately fane 

"With gem-born radiance flione. 



— « Come, enter here V 9 — the Warden cried, 
— « And God, oh Pilgrim, be your guide, 

c< Since you have reach'd this bourne ! 
" Enter, and take affiftance-due — 
« 'Twill then be time to welcome you, 

u If ever you return." — 



Sir 
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Sir Ouvain pafs'd the open gate, 
The Warden him condu&ed ftraight 

To where a coffin lay : 
Thetrain around in filence (lands, 
With fun'ral torches in their hands, 

That gave a gloomy day. 



— « Few pilgrims ever reach this bourne, 
« Stranger ! but fewer ftill return : 

" Receive affiftance due ! 
« Stranger, a dreadful hour is near : 
« Caft off all mortal feelings here, 

« This coffin is for you. 



« Lie here, while we with pious breath 

" Shall o'er you chaunt the dirge of death,—- 

« Beft aid that we can give : 
« The rites that wait the Chriftian dead 
« Shall never o'er your corpfe be faid — 

« Receive them while you live." — 



Sir Ouvain in a fhroud was dreft, 
He held the crofs upon his breaft, 

And down he laid his head ; 
The funeral train enclos'd him round, 
And fung with deep and folemn found 

The fervice of the dead. 



■« Now, 
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Now, go your way," — the Warden cried, 
* c And God, oh Pilgrim, be your guide ! 

€€ Commend you to the Lord !"— - 
Adown the deep and dark defcent, 
With cautious ftep, the warrior went, 

And many a pray'r he pour'd. 



Now deeper grew the dark defcent, 
WJth timid ftep Sir Ouvain went— 

*Twas filence all around 5 
Save his own echoes through the cell, 
And the thick damps that frcqu jiu foil, 

With dull and heavy found. 



But colder now he felt the cell, 
Thofe heavy damps ho longer fell, 

Thin grew the piercing air : 
And on the adveflt'rer's aching fight 
Far rofe a pale and feeble light,—- 

Th* advent'rer haften'd there. 



And now at length emerged to light, 
A frozen defart met his fight, 

A defart wafte and wide j l 
Where rocks of ice piled mountain high, 
That towered into the funlefs iky, 

Appear*d on every fide* 



There 
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There many a wretch, with deadly fear, 
Ribb'd in the ice, he faw appear 

Alive in this their tomb ; 
Sir Ouvain's blood flood ftill with dread, 
And then a voice in thunder faid, 

— " Retire, or (hare their doom l n — 



Awhile his heart forgot to beat, 
Then on he urged his falt'ring feet, 

And fought for ftrength in prayV * 
Sudden, a pow'r, whofe unfeen hand 
No might of mortal could withftand, 

Upgrafp'd Jiira by die hair \ 



'And through the iky refiftlefs fwung, 
And full againft an ice-rock flung ; 

The ice encas'd him in : 
Thus by t^tfrarm of Daemon thrown, 
He felt tRe^^fli of every bone, 

And ftilTTi^Jived within. 



— « Now, mercy Chrift l" — the warrior cried, 
Inftant the rocks of ice divide, 

And ev*ry pain was gone ; 
He felt new life in ev'ry limb, 
And raifed to heav'n the grateful hymn, 

And fearlefs haften'd ocu 



New 
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New fears, new dangers ddom'd to meet, 
For now a clofe and piercing heat 

Relax'd each loofen'd limb ; 
The fweat rolPd out from every part, 
In fhort quick beatings toiPd his heart, 

His throbbing eyes grew dim. 

For through the wide and wafted land 
A ftream of fire, through banks of fand, 

Its burning billows fpread ; 
The vapours, tremuloufly light, 
Hung quiv'ring o'er the glowing white, 

The air he breath'd was red. 



Beyond a (lately well arofe, — 
He faw its cryftal fides difclofe 

Green fields and fhady trees, 
And running waters cool and clear, 
Whofe murmurs reach'd his tortured ear, 

Born on the fiery breeze; 



A voice in thunder cried — « Retire !" — 
He look'd, and lo, a form of fire ! 

— « Return !" — the Daemon faid. 
His foul grew fick with deep alarm, 
The Fiend reach'd out his burning arm^ 

And touch'd Sir Ouvain's head. 
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Sir Ouvain fhriek'd — for then he felt 
His eye-balls burn, his marrow melt* 

His brain as liquid lead : 
And from his heart the boiling blood 
Roll'd fa ft an agonising flood 

Through limbs like iron red. 



The anguiih brought a brief defpair* 
Then mindful of the aid of pray'r, 

He calFd on Chrift again ; 
Inftant the gales of Eden came, 
At once they quench'd th' infernal flame* 

And heal'd each fcorehing vein. 



To him, relieved from all his woes* 
The adamantine gates, tmclofe, 

Free entrance there was giv'n 5, 
And fcngs of triumph met his ear* 
Enrapt Sir Ouvain feem'd to hear 

The harmonies of heav'n. 



— « Welcome to this, the blefs'd retreat, 
« Thou who haft pafs'd, with fearlefs feet, 

« St. Patrick's Purgatory ; 
« For after death thefe feats divine, 
" Reward eternal mall be thine, 

" And thine eternal glory." — 



.Jnebriate 
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Inebriate with the deep delight, 

Dim grew Sir Ouvain's fwimming fight, 

His fenfes died away ; 
To life again revived, before 
The entrance of the cave once more 

He faw the light of day. 



U 2 
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No. LI. 



• «•«■ 



THE CINDER KING. 



The following was fent anonymoufly / the Reader will of 
courfe obferve, that it is a burlefque imitation of the ballads 
of « the Erl-King," and « the Cloud-King."— 



" Who is it that fits in the kitchen, and weeps, 
" While tick goes the clock, and the tabby-cat fleeps } . 
(C That watches* the grate, without ceafing to* fpyy 
« Whether purfes or coffins will out of it fly ?"-r 

Tis Betty ; who faw the falfe tailor, Bob Scott, 
Lead a bride to the altar ; which bride fhe was not r 
'Tis Betty j determined, love from her to fling,. 
And woo, for his riches, the dark Cinder-King. 

Now fpent tajlow-candle-greafe fatten'd the foil* 
And the blue-burning lamp had half wafted its oil, 
And the black-beetle boldly came crawling from far, 
And the red coals were finking beneath the third bar; 

When 



\ 
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When « one" ftruck the clock-^— and inftead of the* 

*bird 
Who ufed to fing cuckoo whene'er the clock ftirr'd, 
Out burft a' grim raven, and utter'd " caw ! ' caw !" 
"While pufs, though fhe 'woke, durfl not put forth & 
claw. v " 



Then the jack fell a-going as if one mould fup, 
Then the hearth rock'd as though it would fwallow one upj 
With fuel from hell, a ftrange coal-fkuttle came, 
And a felf-handledppker made fearful the flame. 



A cinder mot from it, of fizeto amaze, 
(With a bounce, fuch as Betty ne'er heard ip her days,) 
Thrice, ferpent-like, hifs'd, as its heat fled away, 
And lo ! fomething dark in a vaft coffin lay. 



— « Come Betty !" — quoth croaking that non-defcript 

thing, 
— « Come blefs the fond arms of your true Cinder-king ! 
«« Three more Kings, my brothers, are waiting to greet ye, 
« Who, — don't take it ill! — muft at four o'clock eat ye. 

« My darling ! it muft be, do make up your mind ; 
« We element brothers, united, and kind, 
« Have a feaft and a wedding, each night of our lives, ' 
<c So conftantly fup on each other's new wives." — 



In 
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In Tiin-Jquall'4 the cook-maid, and prayM not to w?d * ' 
Cinder craunch'd in her mouth, cinder rain'd in her 

head, 
She fank in the cqfEn with cinders ftrewn o'er, 
And coffin por Betty faw man any more. 
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No, LII. 
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THE BLEEDING NVN. 



/ tfrn not at liberty to fuhlifh the name rf the author rf this 
Ballad: it is founded 0* the fourth chapter of (he Romance 
rf " Ambrofio, or the Monk," 



Where yon proud turrets crown tl>e rock, 

Seeft thou a warrior ftand ? 
He fighs to hear the caftle clock; 

Say midnight is at hand^ 

» 

It ftrikes, and now his lady fair 

Comes tripping from her hall, 
Her heart is rent by deep defpair, 

And tears in torrents fall. 

— « Ah ! woe is me, my love," (he cried, 

w What anguifli wrings my heart : 

« Ah ! woe is me," flie faid, and figh'd, 

« We mult for ever part. 

« Know, 
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€€ Know, ere three days are paft and flown, 
« (Tears choak the piteous tale ■) 

" A parents vow, till" now unknown, 
« Devotes me to the veil." — >. 



— " Not fo, my Agnes !" Raymond cried, 
" For leave thee will I never ; 

€€ Thou art mine, and I am thine, 
€€ Body and foul for ever ! 

tc Then quit thy cruel father's bower, 
" And fly, my love, with me." — 

-— « Ah ! how can I efcape his power, 
" Or who qan fet me free. 



" I cannot leap yon wall fo high, 
" Nor fwim the fofle wldi thee 5 

K I can but wring my hands, and figh 
" That none can fet me free." — 

— w Now lift, my lady, lift, my love, 

" I pray thee lift to me, 
" Fpr I can all your fears remove, 

" And I can fet you free. 

« Oft have you he^rd old Ellinore, 

" Your nurfe, with horror tell, 
« How, robed in white, ;*nd ftain'd wilh gore, 

« Appears a fpe&re fell. 



« And 
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™ And each fifth year, at dead of night, 
« Stalks through the cattle gate, 

« Which, by an ancient folemn rite, 
" For her mutt open wait. 

* e Soon as to fome fardiftant land, 
u Retires to-morrow's fun, 

€€ With tprch and dagger in her hand, 
" Appears the Bleeding Nun. 

f< Now you fhall play the bleeding Nun, 
« Array'd in robes fo white. < 

" And at the folemn hour of one, 
" Stalk forth to meet your knight 

« Our fteeds fliall bear us far away, 
« 'Beyond your father's power, 

" And Agnes, long ere break of day, 
« Shall reft in Raymond's bower."— 

— « My heart confents, it muft be done, 
— " Father, 'tis your decree, 

« And I will play the Bleeding Nun, ' 
« And fly, my love, with thee* 

. « For I am thine," fair Agnes cried, 
« And leave thee will I never $ 

« I am thine, and thou art mine,. 
•« Body and/oul for ever V* 



Fair 
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Fair Agnes fat within her bower, 

Array'd ih robes fo white, 
And waited the long wifli'd-for hour, 

When (he fhould meet her knight. 

And Raymond, as the clock (truck one, 

Before the cattle flood ; 
And foon came forth his lovely Nun, 

Her white robes ftain'd in blood. 

He bore her in his arms away, 

And placed her on her ftccd ; 
And to the maid he thus did (ay, 

As on they rode with fpeed ; 

— « Oh Agnes ! Agnes f thou art mino* 

w And leave thee win I never j 
<* Thou art mine, and I am thine, 

€€ Body and foul for ever !" — 

— « Oh Raymond ! Raymond f I am thine, 

« And leave thee will I never * 
"lam thine, and thou art mine, 

4 

** Body and foul for ever !" — 

At length,—** We're fafe !"— the warrior cried* 
«« Sweet love abate thy fpeed ;"—• 

But madly ftill (he onwards hied 
Nor feero'd his call to heed*. 



Through 
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Though wood and wild, tbcy fpced tWr way, 

Then fweep along tfee plain, 
And almoft at th* break of day, 

The Danube's banjs^ t&ey gain. 



Now ftop ^ Raymond, flop yt hett, 
« c And view the farther fide ; 
« Difmount, and fay Sir Knight, do r ft fear, 
«« With me to ftem th* tide." — 

Now on the utmoft brink they ftand, 

And gaze upon the flood, 
She feized Don Raymond by the hand, 

Her grafp it froze his blood, 

A whirling hlaft from off the ftream 
Threw back the maiden's veil ; 

Don Raymond ga^ve a hideous fcream, 
And felt his fpirits fail 

Then down his limbs, in ftrange affright^ 

Cold dews to pour begun ; 
No Agnes met his fliudd'ring fight, 

-^-« God! TJs the Bleeding Nun fV* 

A form of move than mortal iize, 

All ghaftly, pale, and dead, 
fix'd on the Knight her livid eyes, 

And thii* the Sne&Te ftid : 
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*r-« c Oh Raymond ! Raymond ! I am thine, 

" And leave thee will I never ; 
« I am thine, and thou art mine, 

« Body and foul for ever !" — 

13an Raymond fhrieks, he fainte •, tl*e blood 

Ran cold in every vein, 
He fank into the roaring floods 

And never rofc again I 
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No. LIIL 



THE MAID OF THE MOOR, 



4 w 



THE WATER FIENDS. 



G. COLMAN, JUN. 



^This %*ale 9 which is unavoidably mifplactd, Jhould have 

formed No. xxxvi. 



On a. wild moor, all brown and bleak, 

Where broods the heath frequenting growfe, 

There flood a tenement antique, 
Lord Hoppergollop's country houfe. 

Here filence reign'd with lips of glue, 

And undifturb'd maintain'd her law ; 
Save when the owl cried — « whoo ! whoo ! whoo !"-— 

Or the hoarfe crow croak'd — « caw ! caw! caw!" — 

Negle&ed 
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Neglected manfion ! for 'tis faid, 

Whene'er the mow came feathering down, 
Four barbed deeds, from the BinTs-head, 

Carried thy maftcr up to town* 

Weak Hoppergollop ! Lords may moan, 
Who tfake in London their eftate, 

On two fmall rattling bits of bone, 
On little figure, or on great. 

Swift whrrl the wheels*— -hg's gone 5— »a Rofe 
Remains behind, whofe virgin look, 

Unfeen, muft bluflv in wint'ry fnows ; 

Sweet beauteous bloflbm ! 'twas the Cook ! 

A bolder, far, than my weak note, 
. Maid of the Moor ! thy charms demand : 
Eels might be proud to lofe their goat, 
If fkinn'd by Molly Dumpling's hand. 

Long^had the fair one fat alone, 

Had none remain'd, fave only fhe ; * 

She by herfelf had been, if one 
Had not been left for company. 

Twas a tall youth, whofe cheek's clear hue 
Was tinged with health and manly toil ; 

Cabbage he fowMj and when it grew, 
He always cut it off to boil. 



Oft 
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Oft would he cry, — « Delve, delve the hole ! 

cc And prune the tree, and trim the root ! 
** And flick the wig upon the pole, 

€t To fcare the fparrows from tHfe fruit !*-— ■ 

A fmall mute favourite by day 

Follow'd his fteps ; where'er he wheels 

His barrow round the garden gay, 
A bob-tail cur is at his heels. 

Ah man ! the Brute creation fee, 

Thy conftancy oft need to fpur I 
While lemons of fidelity, 

Are found in every bob-tail cun 

Hard toil'd the youth, fo frefli and ftrong* 
While Bob-tail in his face would look, 

And mark'd his mafter troll the fong, ' 

— « Sweet Molly Dumpling ! O, thou Cook !"- 

For thus he fung : while Cupid fmiled, 
Pleafed that the Gard'ner own'd his dart ; 

Which pruned his paffions, running wild, 
And grafted true-love on his heart. 

Maid of the Moor, his love return ! 

True love ne'er tints the cheek with ftame ; 
When gard'ners' hearts, like hot-beds burn, 

A cook may furely feed the flame. 



Ah! 
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Ah ! not avcrfc from love was {he ; 

Though pure as heaven's fnowy rfake % 
Both Toved •> and though a Gard'ner he, 

He knew not what it was to rake. 

Cold blows the blaft, the night's obfcure : 
The manfion's crazy wainfcots crack, 

The fun had funk, and all the moor, 
Like ev'ry other moor, was black. 

Alone, pale, trembling, near the fire, 
The lovely Molly Dumpling fat ; 

Much did fhe fear, and much admire, 
What Thomas gard'ner could be at. 

Liftening, her hand fupports her chin, 
But ah ! no foot is heard to ftir ; 

He comes not from the garden in, 
Nor he, nor little bob-tail cur, 

i 

They cannot come, fweet Maid, to thee ; 

Flefh, both of cur and man, is grafs ; 
And what's impoflible can't be, 

And never, never, comes to pafs 1 

She paces through the hall antique, 
To call her Thomas, from his toil ; 

Opes the huge door : the hinges creak> 
Bccaufe the hinges wanted oil. 



Thrice 
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Thrice on the threfhold of the hall, 

She — « Thomas " — cried with many a fob \ 

And thrice on Bob-tail did Hie call, 

Exclaiming fweetly — « Bob ! Bob ! Bob ! " — 

Vain Maid ! a gard'ner^s corpfe, 'tis faid, 

In anfwers can but ill fucceed ; " 
And dogs that hear, when they are dead, 

Are very cunning dogs indeed ! 

Back through the hall me bent her way, 

All, all was folitude around ; 
The candle flied a feeble ray, 

Though a large mould of four to the pound. 

Full clofely to the fire (he drew, 
Adown her cheek a fait tear ftole ; 

When, lo ! a coffin out there flew, 
And in hear apron burnt a hole. 

Spiders their bufy death-watch tick'dj 
A certain fign that fate will frown j 

The clumfy kitchen clock, too, chick'dj 
A certain fign it was not down. 

More ftrong, and ftrong, her terrors rofe, 
Her fhadow did the maid appall ; 

She trembled at her lovely nofe, 
It look'd fo long againft the walL 
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Up to her chamber damp and cold, 
She climb'd Lord Hoppergollop's flair* 

Three ftories high, long, dull, and old,. 
As great Lords' ftories often are. 

All nature'nowappear'd to paufe } 

And — "o'er the one half world feem'd dead;" 
No — ** curtain'd fleep," — had fhe ; becaufe 

She had no curtains to her bed-. 

Liftening fhe lay f with iron dm,- 

The clock ftruck twelve, the door flew wide, 
When Thomas grimly glided in, 

With little Bob-tail by his fide. 

'tall like the poplar was his fize, 

Green, green his waiftcoat was, as leeks y 
Red, red as beet-root, were his eyes, 

And pale as turnips were his cheeks ! 

Soon as the fpeftre fhe efpied, 

The fear-ftruck damfel faintly faid, 

— " What would my Thomas ?" — He replied* 
— -" Oh ! Molly Dumpling, I am dead !■ 

«* All in the flower of youth I fell, 

w Cut off with healthful bloflbm crown'd ; 

" I was not ill, but in a well, 

" I tumbled backwards, and was drown'd. 



« Four 
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«« Four fathom deep thy love doth He, 
" His faithful dog his fate doth fhare ; 

" We're fiends ; this is not he and I, 
" We are not here, for we are there. 

c< Yes ! two foul water-fiends are we ; . 

" Maid of the Moor, attend us now I 
" Thy hour's at hand,' we come for thee !" — 

The little fiend-cur faid, — " bow ! wow ! 
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« To wind her in her cold, cold grave, 
" A Holland fheet a maiden likes, 

« A flieet of water, thou {halt have ; 

« Such meets there are in Holland dykes."- 

The fiends approach ; the Maid did fhrink, 
Swift through the night's foul air they fpin, 

They took her to the green well's brink, 
And, with a foufe, they plump'd her in. 

So true the fair, fo true the youth, 
Maids, to this day, their ftdry tell,' 

And hence the proverb rofe, that truth 
Lies in the bottom of a well. 
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THE LAIDLEY * WORM 

OF 

* 

SPINDLESTONE MEUGH&- 



1 have Jim another verfton oj this Jlory^ with fome variations) 
under the title of Kempion ; the one, which I here infert, 
in my opinion, is by far the- hejl of the two. It is taken 
from the $d volume of ** Evans's old Ballads*'* 

ssassasBss 

The King is gone from Bamborough caftfe : 

Long may the Princefs moiurtj 
Long may fhe ftand on the caftle wall. 

Looking for his yeturn. 

She has knotted the keys upon a ftring, 

And with her ftie has them ta'en ; 
She has caft them o'er her left flioulder, 

And to' the gate (he is gane. 

She 

* This is a northern corruption for loafhly, i. e. loathforae \ 
worm means ferpent* 
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She tripped out, fhe tripped in, 

She tript into the yard ; , 
But it was more for the King^s fake. 

Than for the Queen's regard. 

It fell out on a day, the King 

Brought the Queen with him home j 

And all the lords in our country 
To welcome them did come. 

— « Oh ! welcome father," the lady cries, 
" Unto your halls and bowers ; * 

u And fo are you, my llep-mbther, 
" For all that b here \s youf s." — 

A ford faid, wond'ring while fhe fpake, 

— " This princefs of the north, 
« Sarpafle* all of female kind,, 

u In beauty and in worth." — 

The envious Queen replied, — « at leaft 

" You might have excepted me 5 
" In a few hours I will her bring 

" Down to a low degree. 

«< I will liken her to a laidley worm, 

" That warps about the (lone, 
« And not, till Childy Wind * comes back, 

« Shall flie again be won." — 

The 
• There is now a ftrect called the Wynd, at Bamb© rough. 
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The Princcfs ftood at her bower door, 
Laughing : who could her blame ? 

But e'er the next Jay's fun went down, ¥ 
A long worm {he became. 

For feven miles eaft, and feven miles weft, 

And feven miles north and fouth, 
No blade of grafs or corn could grow, 

So venomous was her mouth. 

• 

The milk of feven ftately cows, 

(It was coftly her to keep,) 
Was brought her daily, which (he drank 

Before {he went to fleep. 

At this day may be feen the cavtf, 
Which held her folded up, ' . 

And the (tone trough, the very fame, 
Out of which {he did fup. 

______ ~ 

Word went eaft, and word went weft, 
And word is gone over the fea, 

That a laidley worm in Spindlefton Heugh* 
Would ruin the north country. 

Word went eaft, and word went weft, 

And over the fea did go ; 
The Child of Wynd got wit of it, 

Which filled his heart with woe. 



He 
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He called ftraight his merry men all, 

They thirty were and three ; 
— « I wifh I were at Spindlefton, 

« This defperate worm to fee. 

" We have no time now here to wafte, 

* Hence quickly let us fail ; 
u My only filler' Margaret 

« Something I fear doth ail."-*- 

They built a fhip without delay, 
With mafts of th$ rown tjree,* 

With fluttering fails of filk fo fine, 
And kt her on die fea* 

They went aboard : the wind with fpeed 

Blew them along the deep ; 
At leogth they fpicd an huge fquare tower 

On a rock high and fteep. 

The fea was fmooth, the weather cleat ; 

When they approached nigher, 
King Ida's cattle they well knew, 

And the banks of Bamboroughfhire. 

The Queen look'd out at bower window, 

To fee what fhe could fee ; 
There fhe efpied a gallant fhip 

Sailing upon the fea. 



Whe» 



• Mountain afh. 
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When (he beheld the filken fails 

Full glancing in the fun, 
To fink the fhip flie fent away 

Her witch-wives every one. 

Their fpells were vain. The hags returned 
To the Queen in forrowful mood, 

Crying, that witches have no power 
Where there is rown-tree wood. 

Her laft effort — flie fent a boat, 

Which in the haven lay, 
With armed men to board the fhip ; 

But they were driven away. 

The worm leapt up, the worm leapt down, 

She plaited round the ftone ; 
And as the fhip came to the land, 

She bang'd it off again. 

The Child then ran out of her reach, 

The (hip on Budle fand, 
And, jumping into the (hallow fea, 

Secuifely got to land. 

And now he drew his bonny brown fword, 

And laid it on her head,. 
And fwore if (he did haften to him, 

That he would ftrike her dead. 



— « G! 
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— w O ! quit thy fword, and bend thy bo* 

" And give me kifles three ; 
« For though I am a pbis'nous worm, 

« No hurt will I do to thee* 

« Oh ! quit thy fword and bend thy bow, 

" And give me kifles three ; 
« If I am not won e'er the fun go down, 

<« Won I fhall never be ,"— 

He quitted his fword, he bent his bow, 

He gave her kifles three ; 
She crept into a hole a lyorm, 

But ftept out a lady. 

No cloathing had this lady line 

To keep her from the cold ; 
He took his mantle from him abopt. 

And round her did it fold. 

He has his mant}e from him about 

And it he wrapt her in ; 
And they are up to Bamborough cafijft 

As fail as they can win. 

His abfence and her ferpent (hape 

The King had long deplor'd, 
He now rejoie'd to fee them both 

Again to him reftor'd. 



The 
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The Queen they wanted, whom they founds 

All pale and fore afraid ; 
Becaufe fhe knew her power mud yield 

To Childy Wynd's ; who faid, 

— " Woe be to thee, thou wicked witch, 
" An ill death may'ft.thou dee; 

* A$ thou my fjfter haft likened, 
« So likened fhalt thou be. 



" I will turn thee into a toad, 

" That on the ground doth wend ; 

< c And won and won fhalt thou never be, 
« Till this world hath an end." — 

Now on the fands near Ida's tower> 
She crawls a loathfome toad $ 

And venom fpits on every maid 
She meets upon the road. 

1 

The virgins all of Bamborough town 
Will fwear that they have feen 

This fpiteful toad of monflrous fize, 
Whilft walking they have been. 

All folks believe, within the (hire, 

This ftory to be true ; 
And they all run to Spindlefton, 

The cave and trough to view. 



This 
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This faft now Duncan Frafier 

Of Cheviot fings in rhime ; 
Left Bamboroughfhire men fhould forget 

Some part of it in time. 
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No. LV. 



MARTS DREAM. 



The moon had climb'd the higheft hill, 

Which rifes o'er the fource of Dee, 
And from the eaftern fummit flied 

Her filver light on tower and tree : 
When Mary laid her down to fleep, 

Her thoughts on Sandy, far at fea, 
When foft and low a voice was heard 

Say, — " Mary weep no- more for me."— 

She from her pillow gently raifed 

Her head, to afk, who there might be | 
She faw young Sandy fhiv'ring ftand, . 

With vifage pale and hollow eye j 
— w O ! Mary dear, cold is my clay* 

" It lies beneath a ftormy fea \ 
« Far, far from thee, I fleep in death, j 

« So, Mary, weep no more for mp. j 



*\ 



* Three 



j 

i 
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« Three ftormy nights, and ftormy days, 

" We tofs'd upon the raging main ; 
« And long we drove our bark to fave, 

" But all our ftriving was in vain : 
* { E'en then when horror chill'd my blood, 

" My "heart was fill'd with love for thee *, 
u The ftorm is pall, and I at reft, 

« So, Mary, weep no more for |ne. 



u O Maiden dear, thyfelf prepare, 
« We foon ihall meet upon that fhore, 

u Where love is free from doubt and care, 
cc And thou and I fhall part no more." 

Loud crow'd the cock, the fhadow fled, 
No more of Sandy could fhe fee, 

But foft the paflingfpirit faid, 

Sweet Mary, weep no more for me.**— 
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No. LVL 



CLERK COLVIN. 



Clerk Colvin and his Lady gay, 

They walk'd in yonder garden fheen ; 

The girdle round her middle jimp ' 
Had coft Clerk Colvin crowns fifteen. 

« Oh hearken well, my wedded Lord, 

« Oh hearken well to what I fay ; 

« When ye gae a by the wells of Stane, 

" Beware, ye touch nae well-faced may." 3 — 

. — « Oh ! haud * your tongue, my Lady gay, 
<« And haud my Lady gay, your din : 

« Did I never yet fee a fair woman, 
« But wi* her body I wad fin ?" — 



Then 



1 Jimp, ftays. * Ga$ % go. * May, maiden* 4 Haud, hold. 
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Then he's rode on frac his lady fair, 
Nought reeking what that lady faid, 

And he's rode by the wells of Stane, 
Where warning was a bonnie maid. 

€C Wafh on ! .Warn on ! my bonnie may ! 

" Sae clean ye wash your fark * of filk."— 
" And weel fa you, * fair gentle knight, 

« Whofe fkin is whiter far than milk !" 

He has ta'en her by the lilly hand, 

He has ta'en her by the grafs-green fleeve, 

And thrice has pried her bonnie mou/ 
Nor of his lady fpeeredhe leave/ 



3 

4 



Soon as his mouth her lip had prefs'd, 

His heart was filled with doubt and dread j 

— « Ohan! and alas!" Clerk Colvin fays, * 
« Ohan, and alas ! What pains my head?"— 

— " Sir Knight, now take your little penknife, 
" And frae my fark ye's cut a gare ; 5 

« Row * that around your face fo pale, 
« And o' the pain ye'll feel na main" ' ' 

Syne 

1 Sark > mift ' * Weel fa you, good luck to- you . 

3 Pried her mots, kifs'd her mouth. * Speered he leave, aiked her l^ve. 
s Gare, a piece. c £ 8ZV} wra p t 

7 Na nunr, no more. 
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Sytie ' out ha* he ta'eft his little penknife, 
And f rae her fark he cut a gare, 

He row'd in around his face fo pale, 

But the pain increafed ftill mair and mair. 



Then out, and fpake the knight again, 

— " Alas ! more fairly throbs ray head !"— * 

And merrily did the mermaid laugh, 

— « Twill ever be wae, * till ye be dead !" 

He has drawn out his trufty blade, 
All for to kill her where fhe flood, 

But fhe was changed to a mbnftrous fifli, 
And quickly fprang into the flood. 



He has mounted on his berry-brown fteed, 
And dowie, 3 dowie, on he rides, 

Till he has reachMDunallan's towers, 
And there his mother dear refides. 

« 

— « Oh ! mother, mother, make my bed, 
" And lay me down, my fair la-dye ; 

c< And brother dear, unbend my bow, 
« Twill never more be bent by me !" — 



Hi* 



Syne, thtn. * Be wot, be painful* 3 Ztautr, fwiftly. 
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His mdthef, (he has made his bed* 

She has laid him down, his fair la~dye ; 

His brother has unbent his bow, 

And death has clofed Clerk Colvin's ec ! * 



1 Ee, eye. 

There is a great refemblance between this old Scotch Ballad, 
and the Danifh tradition of " the Erl King's Daughter*" 
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No. LVIl. 



WILLY'S LADY- 



Willy's gone over the fait fea foam, 
He has married a wife, and brought her home $ 
He wooed her for her yellow hair, 
But his mither wrought her mickle <:are ; 
And mickle dolour fuffers fhe, 
For lighter * fhe can never be J 
But in her bouf fhe fits wi' pain, 
And Willy mourns ever her in vain- 
Then to his mither he fpeaks his mind, 
That vile rank witch of fouleft kind ; 
He fays — " my ladye has a cup, ' 

€t With gold and filver all fet up, 
« The handles are of the" ivory bones, 
• c And all fet round wi* fparkling ftones ; 
« This gudely gift fhe'U give to thee, 
« If of her young bairn fhe may lighter be." — 

— « Of 

• L e. Brought to bed. 
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— - " Of heir young bairn fliall fhe never be lighter^ 

" Nor in her bour io ffiine the brighter, 

" But fhe fhall die, and turn to clay, 

" And you fliall wed another may.* "■*-* 

— " Another may I'll never wed, 

" Another may I'll never bed !" — 

Then forely did that lady figh, 

: — « I wifh my hour of death were nigh ! 

" Yet fpeak ye again to yoiir mithcryOur mind* 

" That foiil rank witch of cruel kind, 

u And fay your lady has a fteed, 

« The like of him 's not in the land of Leed : 

€t -Of that horfe's main at every trefs, 

" There's a filver bell and a golden jefs, 

" This gudely gift Til give her with glee, 

" If of my young bairn I may lighter be."— 

' — u Of her young bairn (hall (he never be lighter, 

« Nor in her bour to fhine the brighter ; 

« But fhe (hall die and turn to clay, 

« * And you fhall wed another may." — 

— " * Another may I'll never wed, 

" Another may I'll never bed !"— 

Then evermore figh'd that ladye bright, 

— « I wifh my day had reach'd its night." — 

With that arofe the Billy Blynde, f 
And in good tyme fpake he his mind, 

02 — " Tet 

* May, maiden. v -j- A familiar fpirit, or good genius* 
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— ** Yet gae ye to the market-place, 

'« And there buy ye a loaf of wace, * 
Shape it bairnlyrUke, to view» 
Stick in't twa glaffy een of bjue, 
Then bid the witch, the chriftening td 9 
And notice well what fhe fhall do."— 

Then Willy haft bought a loaf of wacc f 

And framed it to a bairn-like face, ( 

And fays to hi$ rnithef, with feeming. joy, 

— r <c My lady is lighter of a young boy j 

« And hsUI in St. Mar.y's be chriften'd to-night,, 

* And you to the chrirVning I come to invite."— • 

Syne has he< flopped a little to fee, 

When this fhe heard, what fay might ihe. 

— " O who has the nine witch knots unty'd* 

« .That were among the locks of your bride ; 

« Or who ha$ta'en out the comb, of care, 

" Which fattened that ladye's yellow hair ? 

" And who has ta'en down the bufli of woodbine, 

« That hung between her bour and mine ? 

«« And who has kiird the mafter-kid, 

«< That ran below that ladye's. bed ? 

«* And who has her leftlhoe-ilring undqne, 

" And let that lady.be light of her fon ?"— 



Then "Willy the nine witch knots ufcty'd* 
That were among the locks of his bride \ 



An* 



• Wax. 
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And he has ta'en put the comb of care, 
Which faften'd his, ladye's yellow hair, 
And he has ta'en down the woodbine flowers, 
Which the witch had hung between the bowers •, 
And he has flain the mafter-kid, 
"Which ran below that Jadye's bed $ 
And he has the left fhoe-ftring undone, 
And letten his ladye belight of her fdn j 
But when (he heard that his ladye was light. 
That foul rank witch, (he burft for fpite. I 
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No. LVIIL 



COURTEOUS KING JAMIE. 
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Courteous King Jamie is gone to the w6odj 

The fatteft buck to find ; 
He chafed the deer, and he chafed the roe, 

Till his friends were left behind. 

He hunted over mofs and moor, . 

And over hill and down, 
Till he came to a ruined hunting hall 

Was feven miles from a town. 

He entered up the hunting hall, ' 

To make him goodly cheer, 
For of all the herds in the good green woodj 

He had flain the faireft deer. ) 

tie fat him down, with food and reft 

His courage to reftorc ; 
When a rifing wind was heard to figh, 

And an earthquake rock'd the floor. 

An* 
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And darknefs cover'd the hunting-hall, 

Where he fat all at his* meat ; 
The grey dogs howling left their food, 

And crept to Jamie's feet. 

And louder howl'd the rifing ftorm. 

And burft the faften'd door, 
And in there came a grifly Ghoft, 

Loud ftamping on the floor. 

* 

Her head touch'd the roof-tree of the houfe, 

Her waift a child could fpan $ 
I wot, the look of her hollow eye 

Would have feared the braveft (nan* 

Her locks were like (hakes, and her teeth like (lakes. 

And her breath had a brimftont fmell : 
I nothing know that fhe feem'd to be. 

But the Devil juft come from Hell ! 

L-.« Some meat f fome meat ! King Jamie, 

« Some meat now give to me j" — 
— « And to what meat in this houfe, lady, 

" Shall ye not welcome be ?" — 
— « Oh! ye muft kill your berry-brown fteed, 

« c And ferve him up to me !" — 

King Jamie has kill'd his berry-brown deed, 

Though it caufed him mickle care ; 
The Ghoft eat him up both flefh and bone^ 

And left nothing but hoofs and hair* 

— " More 
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— « More meat I more meat 1 King ftmie* 
*< More meat now give to me > ? --rrr 

~-*< And to what meat in this houfe lady, 
« Shall ye not welcome be 1" — 

*— « Gh! ye muft kill your good grey-houud% 
«< Theyhl tafte moft daiimjy, 
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King Jamie has kill'd his good greyJiounds, 
Though it made his heart to fail ; 

The Ghoft e$t them all up one by one, 
And left nothing but cars and tail. 

— « A bed I a bed { King Jamie, 

« Now make a bed for me !"— 
t-" And to what bed in this houfe, lady, 

<< Shall ye not welcome be ?"— 
_« Oh ! ye muft pull the heather fo green^ 

« And make a foft bed for me."— 

^ng Jamie has pull'd the loathe* fo gjeen* 

And made for the Ghoft abed, 
£nd over the heather, with courtefy rare. 

His plaid hath he daintily fpread. 

^-" Now fwear, now fwear f King Jamie, 
" Tp take me for your bride ;"— 

— « Now heaven forbid P*— King Jamie faid^. 
<« That ever the like betide, 

<« That the Devil fo fpul, juft come from HeU* 
M Should ftretch Win by my fide."*?? 
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▼-!« Now fye ! now fye ! King Ja mie, 

« I fwear by the holy tree, * 
w I am no devil, or evif thine, 

H Hpwever foul I be. 

«« Then yie|d ! then yield 1 King Jamie, 
« And take my bridegroom's place, 

« For fliame Ihall light on the cfeftard Mg^ft 
*« \yi\o refufcs a lady's grace."— 

^Fhen quoth King Jamie, with a groan, 

For ^is heart was big with care, 
rr-" It ihall nerer be faid, that King Jamie 

*« Denied z lady's prayer " — 

Sq he laid him by the foul thing's fide, 

And piteoufly he moan'd ; 
$he prefs'd his hand, and he fhudderM ! 

Sl^e kifs'dhis lips, and hegroan'd ! 

'When day was come, and night was gtne^ 
And the fun flione through the hall 5 

The faireft lady that ever was feen, 
Lay between him and the yraXL * 

— ■*« Oh ! well is me !" King Jamie cried, 
« How long will your beauty ftay ? M — 

Then out and fpake that lady fair, 
— « E'en till my dying day. 



wFor 
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** For I was witch'd to a ghaftly fhapc^ 

" All by my ftep-dame's fkill ; 
♦« Till I could light on a courteous knight, 

" Who would let me have all my will." — > 



I have altered and added fo much to this ballad, that I might a! ? 
moft claim it for my own. — It bears a great refemblance to the 
Tale of " the Mariage of Sir Gawdm?* but the dories are 
related in a manner fo totally different, that I did not think the 
tefemblance fp ftrong, as to deftroy the intereft of " King 
Jamie's adventure," 



?°3 



/ No. LIX. 



TAM LIN- 



Perhaps fome information may be collected from the following 
extra ft from the Records of Jufticiary in Scotland, re~ 
fpetling the popular fuperjiition on which this ballad is 
founded. I have made fome confiderable alterations in the 
tale itfelf — f « Alifon Pear/in, of Byre-hill) confef, that 
« Jhe had hqunted,qnd repaired with the gude neighbours, 
" (u e. Fairies J and the ®>ueen of Elf land, divers years 
« by paf, and that Jhe had friends in that court, whilk 
* s were of her own Hade. Item, that it was the £ude 
« neighbours that cured her of her difeafe, when Jhe was 
€( twelve years old, and that Jhe Jaw them making their 
u falves, with jpans and fyres ; that they gathered the 
u herbs before the fun was up; and that Mr. William 
* l Sympfon was with him, who was her coif/in. When 
" he was about eight years of age, he was taken away to 
€€ Egypt, by an Egyptian, who, was a giant, and with 
4S him he remained twelve years, and then came home, — 
" He was a young man, not fix years older than herfelf ; 
" and it was he who taught her what herbs \ were ft to 
«' cure every difeafe y and particularly taught her to make a 
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* P°ff e U which Jhe gave tq the Bijbop of St. Andrews, 
« when ftck; and Mr. William Sympfon told her ihat he 

* bad been carried away by the gude neighbours, and 
u bade her Jign her/elf, tbat Jhe might not be taken away 
*' for the tiend of them who are taken to hell every 
« year." 

The file evidence againjl this poor creature washer own c<m- 
feffion y on thijtrength of which fht was burned alive, in 






-W-**' On ! I forbid you, maidens all* 
'* That wear gold in your hair, 

u To come or go by Kerton r hall, 
« For young Tarn Lin is there ! 

*' To the maid who goes by Kerton-hall, 
" Some foul trick ftill is play v d 5 

w She lofes her ring, pr her mantle of green. 
€t Or returns not thence a maid."; — 

Janet has belted her kirtle of gree% 

A little above her knee, 
And (he's away to Kerton?haU, 

As fail as go can fee. 

«^nd when fee came to Kerton-hall r 
Tarn Lin was at the wejl 5 

There fhe found his milk-white fteed, 

» 

B*t he wa§ away himfei 



An* 



ioj 



And near fccr Was a bonny bufh 

Of rofes, red and white, 
And tempting did thofe rofes feem, 

And no one was in fight* 

She pull'd a white, flie pull'd a red, 

And afk'd no owner's leave ; 
When to ! from the bufh fprang yotmg Tarn Lin* 

And caught her by the fleeve* 

— ^-" Now Janet, fay, who gave to thee, 
. « Yon rofes in thy hand, 
«« And why comeft thou to Kerton-hall, 
" Againft my ftrift command ? 

" Who ftoje a rofe from young Tarn Lin* 

" Its price hath ever paid ; 
« And the maid Who came to Kerton-hall, 

« Never yet returned a maid."-** 

He fixM on her his witching eye, 

He muttered elfin charms ; 
per head grew light, her heart beat quick, 

And lhe fank into his arms. 

Janet has kilted her kir tie of green, 

A little above her knee, 
And flie's away to her father's tower, 

As faft as go can flie. 



Four 
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Four dnd twenty ladies fair, 

Were feen to play at ball, 
And out then came fair Janet once*, 

The flower among them all. 

Four and twenty ladies fair, 

To play at chefs were feen, 
And out fair Janet came, her fac£ 

As any grafs was green.' 

Out then fpake an old grey knight/ 

As he lay on the caftle walk 
And fays — u Alas ! fair Janet, for thee, 

" Shall we now be blamed all."— * , 

— « Now hold your tongue, ye old grey knight, 

" An ill death may ye fee ! 
«* Father my bairn whoever will, 

« I'll father none on thee !" — 

Out then, fpake her father dear, 

And he fpake fo meek and mild ; 
— « And ever, alas ! fweet Janet," — he fays,; 

— « I think thou art with child !"— , . 

— « If that I be with child, father, 

« Myfelf muft bear the blame ; 
« There's never a laird about your hall, 

« Shall bear my leman'f name. 



\ 
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€% But if my love were an earthly knight* 

€€ As he's an elfin grey, 
*? For never a laird in the land, would I 

cc My true-love give away. 

cc The deed my true-love rides upon, 

C€ Is lighter than the wind ; 
€C "With filver he is fhod before, 

" "With burning gold behind/' — 

Janet has kilted her kirtk of green, 

A little above her knee, 
And {Tie's away to Kerton-hallj 

As fait as go can ihe. 

• 

And firft ihe pulTd a white rofe, 

And next fhe pull'd a red, 
And then from the bufh fprang young Tarn Lin, 

And thus to her he faid. 

— « Now Janet, fay, who gave to thee 

" Yon rofes in thy hand ? 
«« And why comeft thou to Kerton-hall 

« Againft my ftri& command ?" — 

— « Oh ! tell me, tell me, Tarn Lin !" fhe lays, 

« For his fake who died on tree, 
« If ever in holy chapel ye were, 

« Or Chriftendom did fee ?"— 



■" My 
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-*-« Kfy grandfire he was Roxburgh carl, 

J< And loved me patting well ; 
* Seven years, alas ! are nearly gone, 
" In hunting fince I fell* 

« The Queen of fairies long hadwatch'd, 

« To work he* wayward will, 
« She feized, and bore me ftraight away, 

" To dwell in yon green hill* 

« Ahd pleafant is the fairy land* 

« But doleful 'tis to tell, 
« That once in every feven years, 

" We pay a tiend * to hell -> 
«« And I'm fo fair, and full of flefli, 

" I fear, 'twill be my fel ! 

« But the night is Halloween, lady, 
' « The morn is Hallow-day ; 
« So Win me, win me, if you will, 
" For if you will, you may. 

« Juft at the mirk, and midnight hour, • 

« The fairy-folk will ride, 
« And they who would their true-loves know, 

" At Miles-crofs muft abide."*- 

— « But 

* Tund, toll* 
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— -" But how {hall I thee ken, Tarn Lin, 

" Or how my true-love know, 
« Among fo many ftranger knights, 

" With that rabble rout who go ?"-* 

—" Oh ! firft let pafs the black, lady, 

<c And then let pafs the brown ; 
** But quickly run to the milk-white fteed, 

" And dfaw its rider down. 

« For I (hall ride on the milk-white fteed, 

u And be neareft to the town j 
€ * Becaufe I was an earthly knight, 

" They give me that renown. 

u My right hand will be gloved, lady, 

« My left hand will be bare j • 
*^ Cockt up mail be my bonnet blue, • 

fS Comb'd down, my yellow hair ; 
" And by thefe figns I give to thee, 

" Thou'lt know, that I am there. 

" They'll turn me into a fnake in your arms, 

" But hold me faft the rather ; 
« Grafp me well, and fear me not, 

" That fnake is your child's father. 

« They'll turn me into a bear fo grim, 

« And into a tyger wild ; 
«* But hold me faft, and fear me not, 1 

" As you do love your child. 

yol. ii. p « And 
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* And laft, they'll turn me, m your arms* 
" To a bar of burning fteel 5 

* Then throw me into the ftream with fpec(£ 

* And thou no hurt fealt feel. 

** But there, in place of the Burning bar, 

" A naked knight thou'lt fee, 
€( Then cover me with thy cloak of greeny 

* And IH Ay true-love be."— 

Eerie, eerie, was the way, 

The night was dark and dreads 
When Janet in her inantje green T 

Alone to Miles»cro& fped. 

About the dead of flight fhe heard 

The fairy-bridles' ring ; 
Ifhe lady was as glad at that* 

As any earthly thing, 

Jirft flie let the black paf§ by, 

And next fee let the brown,. 
But quickly ran to the milk-white ffeed> 

And drew its rider down. 

So well ($d fee her talk perform, 

That fee her love did win, 
And blythe as birds in fpring, fee call 

Her mantle round Tarn Lin. 
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Out then fpake the Queen o* Fairies, 

Out of a bufh o' broom, 
J-**" She that has gotten young Tam Lin* 

u Has gotten a ftately groom."-*- 

Out then fpake the Queen o* Fairies, 
And an angry queen was (he ; 

- — «* Shame betide her ill-fared face, 
" And an ill death may file fee ; 

" For (he's ta'en away the bonnieft knight, 
" tn all my companye ! 

«* But had I gueft, Tam Lin," fhe faid, 

«* "What to-night is come to pafs, 
*« I had fcratchM out thy two blue efcn, 
And put in two een of glafs !"— * 



* a 
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No. LX. 



L E N O R A. 



German; 



This verjion of Burger's well known ballad, was publifbed in 
the Monthly Magazitie, and Iconfider it as a mafler-piece 
of tranjlation ; indeed as far as my opinion goes, the Eng- 
HJh ballad is, in point of merit, far fuperior, both infpirit 
and harmony, to the German, which is written in ajlanza, 
producing an ejf eel very unfatisfaclory to the ear ; that my 
Readers may judge of this for them/elves, I Jhallhere add 
ajlanzaftmilaf to that in which Burger's " Lenora " // 
written : I father imagine, that the effetl made by it upon* 
others, is the fame with that nohich h produced upon me, 
Jince among the numerous tranjlators of this ballad, not on* 
has adopted the metre of the original. 

[Lenora wakes at dawn of day, 

Tears down her fair cheeks trickle : 

— " Oh ! why, my William, doft thou ftay, 

And art thou dead or fickle ?"— 

With Fred'rick's hoft young William went, 

But fince tl)* fight of Prague he lent 

No word to tell his fpeeding, 

And footheJier bofom bleedings] 

1 cannot 
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"jT cannot but think that the above metre will be univerfqlly dif- 
approved of) when compared with that adopted in the fol~ 
lowing ballad* 



At break of day, with frightful dreams 

Lenora ftrugglcd fore : ' 
— « My William, art tHou flaine,* fay*d Qie, 

w Or doft thou lpve no more ?" — ' 

He went abrpade with Richard's hoft, 

» * ■ * 

The Paynim foes to quell ; 
But he no word to her had write, 
An he were lick or welj« 

Wjith fo^yne of trump an^l beat of druiu, 

His fellow foldyers come $ 
Their heltnes bydeckt with oaken boughs, 

They feeke their long'd-for home. 

And ev'ry roade, and ev'ry lane, 

Was full of old and young,. 
To ga^ze at the rejoicing band, 

To hail with gjadfome toung. 

— « Thank God !" their wives and children faide; 

« Welcome !"— the brides did fay : 
But greete or kifs Lenora gave 

To none upon that daye. 



She 
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She aflctc of all the puffing traine* 

For him fee wiflit to fee : 
But none of all the paffing trains 

Could tell if lived he. 

And \?hen the foldyers all wer<j bye t 

She tore her raven haire, 
And caft herfelf upon the growne 

In furious defpaire. 

Her mother ran and lyfte her up. 

And clafped in her azme, 
— « My child, my child, what doit thou a^l ? 

« God fliield thy life from ham l"*r 

w-« O mother, mother ! William's gone ^ 

«t What's aU befyde to roe ? 
* There is no mercye, fure, above ! 

« All, all were fpa/ed but hee !"-- 

— " Kneel downe, thy paternofter feyc, 
« Twill calm thy troubled fpright : 

«*vCbe liord is wy fe, the Lprd is- good ^ 
*< What he§ hath done is right*"— 

— w O mother, mother ! fay not fo y 

« Mo(t cruel is my fate : 
« I prayde, and prayde, but watte avayl'd I 

V Vis noyr, ^bw I. too late P!rr 



— « Our 
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** Our Heavenly Father, if vtre praye, 
^ Will help a furring childe : 
« Go tak< the holy facrament, 
" So Aral thy grief grpw milde." — 



O njother, what I feel within, 
« No facrament can ftaye, 
^ No facrament can &che the dead 
" To bear the fight of daye."— 

~" May be, among the heathen folk 

« Thy -'IflTilliam falfe doth prove, 
?* And puts away his faith and troth, 
« And takefc another love." 

f« Then wherefore forrow for his lofs i 
« Thy moans are all in vain ; 

f< And when his. foul and body parte, 
* c His falfehode ^ rings him paine."-— 

— " O mother ! mother ! gone is gone, 

« My hope is all forlorn 5 
ff The grave mie only fafeguarde is; 

f « O, had I neer been borne ! 

f « Go out, go oqt, my Iampe of life, 

" In griflie,darknefs die : 
!f There is no mercye, fure, above \ 

\ « For ever let me lie."— r 



— « Almighty 
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— « Almighty God ! O do not judge 
11 My poor unhappy childe ; » 

u She knows not what her lips pronqunce, 
" Her anguifh makes her wilde. 

* € My girl, forget thine earthly woe, 
« And think on God and blifs ; 

« For fo, at leaft, mall not thy foule 
« Its heavenly bridegroom mifs." — 

n O mother, mother ! wh^tisblifle, 
« And what the infernal celle ? 

€€ With him 'tis heaven any wjierej 
" Without my William, helle. 

'< Go out, go out, my lamp of life, 

€( In endlefs darknefs die : 
iQ - Without him I mud loathe the earth, 

"•Without him fcornthe fkye." — 

And fo defpaire did rave and rage 

Athwarte her boiling veins ; 
Againft fhe providence of God 

She hurlde her impious drains. 

She bet her bireafte, and wrung her hands, 

And rollde her tearlefle eye, 
from rife of morne, till the pale ftars 

Again did freeke the fkye. 
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When harke ! abrpade (be hearde the tramps 

Of nimble-hoofed fteed \ ' 
She hearde a knighte with clank alighte, 

And climb the ftaire in fpeede. 

And foon (he herde a tinkling hande f 

That twirled at the pin ; 
And through her door, that open'd not, 

Thefe words were breathed in : 

— V What ! what ho F thy dore undoes 

" Art patching or afleepe? 
f € My love, doft yet remember mee, 

« And doft thou laugh, or weep V 9 — 

— " Ah | William here fo late at night ! 

« Oh ! I have watchte and waked, 
« Whence doft thou come ? for thy return 

« My herte has forely aked. r 
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—« At midnight only we may ride ; 

" I come o'er land and fea ; 
« I mounted late, but foone I go, 

« Aryfe, and come with me*"— 

— « O William, enter firft my bowre, 
« And give me one embrace : 

h The Wafts athwarte the hawthome hifs, 
« Awayte a little fpace/ — 



— «f Though 
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++« Though blaft* athwart* the hawthotnc hifs, 

« I may not harboure here ; 
* My fpurre it fliarpe, my courier pawe$, 

« My houre of flights is nere. 

* 
« All as thou lyeft upon thy couth, 

" Aryfe, and mount behind* $ 
H To-night we'le ride a thovfaitd nrikf^ 

« The bridal bed to foide.'W 

«— " How, ride tonight a thoufand miles f 

« Thy love thou dofo bemocke , 
« Eleven it the ftroke that ftiil 

" Rings on within the docke."— r 

— " Looke up, the moone is bright, and we 

« Outftride the earthlie men : 
«« Fll take thee to the bridal bed, 

" And night ftajl end but then."-— 

• 

— « And where is, then, thy hoiifc and heme, 
« And where thy bridal bed ?'** 

« Tis narrow, fllcnt, chilly, dark ; 
« Far hence I reft n*y he*d. ,; -rr 
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-« And is there any room for mee, 
«« Whejrein that I may creepe ?"~ 
-" There's room enough for thee and mee> 
« Wherein that we may fleqpe* 



« All 
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f( A|I as thou lyeft upon thy conchj 

« Aryfc, np longer ftop; 
•* The wedding guefts thy coming waite, 

« The chamber door is ope."—- 

All in her farifce,a$ there (he by, 

Upon his hprfe ihe fpnwg> 
^ud wkh her HUy hands fo pale 

About her 



^nd hurry»fltyrry forth they goe, 

Unheeding wet or drye ; 
^Jid horfe and rider ftiort and Mow* 

And fparkljng pebbles flye. 

How fwift the Bood, the mead, the wood. 

Aright, alef t, are gone ; 
The bridges thunder as they pafe, 

But earthtie fowne is none. 

\» • • 

TSamp, tramp, acrofs the Iat*d they (peed, 

Splafli, fplafh, acrofs the fee : 
tc-« Hurrah !* the dead can ride apace % 

« Doft feare to ride with mee ? 

f< -The moo»e is bryghte, and blue the nyghte, 
« Doft quake the blaft to ftcm ? 

f« Doff fhudder, mayde, to feekc the dead ?" — 
r?*i No, no,* but what of them i 



* How 
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¥ How glifmlie fownes yon dirgye fong^ 
«« Night-ravens flappe the wjujg \ 

** 'Vyhat knell doth flowlie toll ding dong ? » 
« The pfalmes of .death who fing ? 

« It creeps, the fwarthie funeral traine, 

« The corfe is on the beere ; 
« Like croke of todes from lonely moores, 

" The chaunt doth meet the eere.."— 

— « Go, bear her corfe when midnight's pail, 
*< With fong, and tear, and wayle ^ 

« I've gqtt my wife, I take her home, 
" My howre pi wedlpcke hayl. 

« Lead forfh, O clarke, the chaunting quire* 

« To fwell our nuptial fong ; 
« Come, preafte, and read the bleffing foone* 

" For bed, for bed we long."— - 

They heede his calle, and hjifht the fowoff, 

The biere was feen no more ; 
And followde him ore feeld and flood 

Yet f after than before. , 

Halloo ! halloo ! away they goe, 

Unheeding wet or drye j 
And horfe and rider fnort and blowej 

And fparkling pebbles flye* 
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Uow fwifte the hill, how fwifte the dak, 

Aright, aleft, are gone ; 
By hedge and tree, by thorpe and towne* 

They gallop, gallop on. 

Trampi tramp, acrofs the land they fpeedty 

Splafh, fplafh, aerofle the fee ; 
— c< Hurrah i the dead can ride apace ; . 

« Doft fear to ride with me ? 

* Look up, look up, an airy crewe* 

" In roundel daances reele ; 
i€ The moone is bryghte, and blue the nyghfie^ 

« May'ft dimlie fee them wheele* 

• • ... 

« Come to, come to, ye gofflie crew, 

" Come to, and foiled me; 

« And daunce for us theVeddmgdaunce; 

« When we in bed fliall be."— 

And brufli, brufli, bruih, the goftfie orew 

Come wheeling brie their heads, 
All ruftling like the withered leaves 

That wy4e the whirlwind fpreads. 

■ * * * ■ * 

Halloo f halloo ! away they goe, 

Unheeding wet or drye, 
And horfe arid, rider fnort and blowe : 

And fparklirig pebbles flye. 
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And all that irf the nioottflrjwe lajv 

Behynde them fled afar ; 
And backward fcttdded overhead,^ 

The fkye aftd every ftaiw 

Tramps trampv acfofe the land they fpsede* 

Splafh, fplaih, acrofs the fee $ 
*-*« Hurrah ! the dead can fide apace j 

* Doft fear to ride with nte ? x 

« I weene the cock prepares to cf owe* 
«« The fand will foone bt ruqne ; 

« I fnuff the earrye morning aire, 
« Downe> downe ! our work is done; 

«« The dead, the dead Ian ryde apace, 

** Oure wed bed here is fit ; 
« Our race is ridde, oure journey ore, 

" Our endlefs union knit."-— 

And lo ! an yren-grated grate 

Soon biggens to their viewe ; 
Hecrscktehiswhype, the clang/nge bolfes, 

The doores afunder fiewe* 

They pafs, and 'twas on graves they trode, 
— « Tis hither we are bounde 5" — 

And many a tombftone goftlie white, 
Lay inn the moonfhytie round. 



And 



And when be frorri his ftecde dytte, 

His armouE, graen wjlh ruft, 
Which damps of cW^el vaults b#& bre^ 

Straight fell away tp ctoft. 

His head became a naked Ikull, 

Nor haire nor eyne had hee^v 
His body grew a fkeleton, 

Whilome fo blythe of blee. 

And att his dry and boriey hede 

No fpur was left to be ; 
And inn his witherde hand you might 

The fey the and hout-glaffe fee. 

And lo ! hid fteede did thin to fmokc, 

And chafnel fires outbreathe ) 
And paled; and bleach'd, then vanifh'd quite. 

The may de from underneathe. 

And hollow howlings hung in aire, 

And flirekes from vaults arbfe ; 
Then knew the mayde fhe might no mon- 
* Her living eyes unclofe. 

JBut onwarde to the judgment feat, 
Through myfte and moonlight dreare : 

The goftlie crewe, their flyghte perfewe, 
And hollowe inn her eare. 
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— « Be patient, though thyne hertc fliould bf eke* 

" Arrayne not heavn's decree $ 
<c Thon nowe art of thie bodie refte, • 

* Thie foule fbigivcn be.!"*- 
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